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The  Headsman’s  Daugiiteb. 

IN  A  PROLOGUE  AND  FIVE  ACTS. 

FOUNDED  ON  MADAME  VON  BIRCH-PFEIFFER’S  DRAMATIZATION  OF  LUDWIG 
STORCH’S 

By  W.  GK  WILLIS, 

Author  of"  The  Man  of  Airlief  etc. 

As  First  Performed  at  the  Queen’s  Theatre,  London,  under  the 
Management  of  Mr.  E.  Clifton,  on  Saturday, 
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TOGETHER  WITH 

A  description  of  the  Costumes— Synopsis  of  the  Piece— Cast  of  the  Characters 
—Entrances  and  Exits— Relative  Positions  of  the  Performers  or 
the  Stage,  and  the  whole  of  the  Stage  Business- 
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W  A  COMPLETE  DESCRIPTIVE  CATALOGUE  OF  DE  WITT’S  ACTING 
PLAYS,  AND  DEWITT’S  ETHIOPIAN  AND  COMIC  DRAMAS,  containing 

Plots,  Costume,  Scenery,  Time  of  Representation,  and  every  other  inform** 
tion,  mailed  free  and  post-paid. 
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DE  WITT’S  ACTING  PLAYS 


83^“*  Please  notice  that  nearly  all  the  Comedies ,  Farces  and  Comediettas  in  the  follouyj 
of  De  Witt’s  Acting  Plays”  are  very  suitable  for  representation  in  small  Amateur  Tj.  « 
5  irss  and  on  Parlor  Stages ,  as  they  need  but  little  extrinsic  aid  from  complicated  scene?  ^ 

\  f  expensive  costumes.  They  have  attained  their  deserved  popularity  by  their  droll  situati ^  \ 
excellent  plots ,  great  humor  and  brilliant  dialogues ,  no  less  than  by  the  fact  that  they  are ^ 
most  perfect  in  every  respect  of  any  edition  of  plays  ever  published  either  in  the  United  Sb M  * 
or  Europe ,  whether  as  regards  purity  of  the  text ,  accuracy  and  f  ulness  of  stage  directions  ^  1 

teener y,  or  elegance  of  typography  and  clearness  of  printing . 

***  In  ordering  please  copy  the  figures  at  the  commencement  of  each  piece ,  which  ind ^ 
the  number  of  the  piece  in  “De  Witt’s  List  op  Acting  Plays.” 

KIT  Any  of  the  following  Plays  sent ,  postage  free,  on  receipt  of  price— 15 
cents  each. 


l^T  The  figure  following  the  name  of  the  Play  denotes  the  number  0f 
Acts.  The  figures  in  the  columns  indicate  the  number  of  characters — M.  mce; 
F.  female. 


No.  M,  F. 

75.  Adrienne,  drama,  3  acts .  7  3 

114.  Anything  for  a  Change,  comedy,  13  3 
167.  Apple  Blossoms,  comedy,  3  acts _ 7  3 

93.  Area  Belle  (The),  farce,  1  act .  3  2 

40.  Atchi,  comedietta,  1  act . 3  2 

80.  Aunt  Charlotte’s  Maid,  farce,  1  act  . .  3  3 

192.  Game  of  Cards  (A),  c-  medietta,  13  1 
166.  Bardell  vs.  Pickwick,  sketch,  1  act.  6  2 

41.  Beautiful  Forever,  farce,  1  act .  2  3 

141.  Bells  (The),  drama,  3  acts .  9  3 

67.  Birthplace  of  Podgers,  farce,  1  act . .  7  3 

36.  Black  Sheep,  drama,  3  acts . 7  5 

160.  Blow  for  Blow,  drama,  4  acts . 11  6 

70.  Bonnie  Fish  Wife,  farce,  1  act . 3  1 

179.  Breach  of  Promise,,  drama,  2  acts. .  5  2 
25.  Broken-Hearted  Club,  comedietta,  14  8 

24.  Cabman,  No.  93,  farce,  1  act .  .2  2 

1.  Caste,  comedy,  3  acts .  5  3 

69.  Caught  by  the  Cuff,  farce,  1  act . 4  1 

175.  Cast  upon  the  World,  drama,  5  acts. 10  5 
55.  Catharine  Howard,  historical  play, 

^  3  acts . 12  5 

80.  Charming  pair,  farce,  1  act.  f .  4  3 

65.  Checkmate,  comedy,  2  acts .  6  5 

68.  Chevalier  de  St.  George,  drama,  3  9  3 

76.  Chops  of  the  Channel,  farce,  1  act.  3  2 

149.  Clouds,  comedy,  4  acts . 8  7 

121.  Comical  Countess,  farce,  1  act . 3  1 

107.  Cupboard  Love,  farce,  1  act . 2  1 

152.  Cupid’s  Eye-Glass,  comedy,  1  act...  1  1 

52.  Cup  of  Tea,  comedietta,  1  act . 3  1 

148.  Cut  off  with  a  Shilling,  comedietta, 

1  act . 2  1 

113.  Cyrill’s  Success,  comedy,  5  acts  — 10  4 
199.  Captain  of  the  Watch  (The),  come-  -* 

dietta,  1  act . 4  2 

90.  Daddy  Gray,  drama,  3  acts  . 8  4 

4.  Dan  delion’s  Dodges,  farce,  1  act. ...  4  2 

22.  Dark!  Garrick,  comedy,  3  acts . 8  3 

96.  Dearest  Mamma,  comedietta,  1  act,  4  3 
16.  Dearer  than  Life,  drama,  3  acta. ...  6  5 

68.  Deborah  (Leah)  drama,  3  acts .  7  6 

125.  Deerfoot,  farce,  1  act . *  5  1 

7L  Doia g  for  the  Best,  drama,  2  acts. .  5  3 

149.  Dollars  and  Cents,  comedy,  3  acta. .  •  4 


•NO*  M  p 

21.  Dreams,  drama,  5  acts .  6  3 

186.  Duchess  de  la  Valliere,  play,  5  acts. .  6  4 

47.  Easy  Shaving,  farce,  1  act . 5  g 

13>.  Everybody’s  Friend,  comedy,  3  acts.  6  5 

200.  Estranged,  an  operetta,  1  act . 2  1 

103.  Faust  and  Marguerite,  drama,  3  acts,  9  7 
9.  Fearful  Tragedy  in  the  Seven  Dials, 
interlude,  1  act .  4  1 

128.  Female  Detective,  drama,  3  acts _ 11  4 

101.  Fernande,  drama,  3  acts . . 11 10 

99.  Fifth  Wheel,  comedy,  3  acts . 10  2 

145.  First  Love,  comedy,  1  act .  4  1 

102.  Foiled,  drama,  4  acts  . 77.  9  3 

88.  Founded  on  Facts,  farce,  1  act.  .,.42 

74.  Garrick  Fever,  farce,  1  act . 7  4 

53.  Gertrude’s  Money  Box,  farce,  1  act.  4  2 
73.  Golden  Fetter  (Fettered),  drama,  3  11  4 
30.  Goose  with  the  Golden  Eggs,  farce,  > 

1  act . 5  3 

131.  Go  to  Putney,  farce,  1  act .  4  -3 

28.  Happy  Pair,  comedietta,  1  act .  1  j 

151.  Hard  Case  (A),  farce,  1  act . . 5 

8.  Henry  Dunbar,  drama,  4  acts . If  3 

180.  Henry  the  Fifth,  historical  play,  5  3 1  5 

19.  He’s  a  Lunatic,  farce,  1  act . f  2 

60.  Hidden  Hand,  drama,  4  acts  .  f  5 

187.  His  Own  Enemy,  farce,  1  act . *  1 

174.  Home,  comedy,  3  aets . -  3 

64.  Household  Fairy,  sketch,  1  act . 1 

190.  Hunting  the  Slipper,  farce,  1  act _ <  1 

191.  High  C,  comedietta,  1  act . *  2 

197.  Hunchback  (The),  play,  5  acts . It  9 

18.  If  I  Had  a  Thousand  a  Year,  farce, 

1  act . 43 

116.  I’m  Not  Mesilf  at  All,  original  Irish  j 
stew,  1  act . 3 '% 

129.  In  for  a  Holiday,  farce,  1  act . .  2  3 

159.  In  the  Wrong  House,  farce,  1  act. . .  9 

122.  Isabella  Orsini,  drama,  4  acts . 1  4 

177.  I  Shall  Invite  the  Major,  conaedy,  1  1 

100.  Jack  Long,  drama,  2  acts .  g 

139.  Joy  is  Dangerous,  comedy,  2  acts. . .  3 

17.  Kind  to  a  Fault,  comedy,  2 acts....  (.  4 

86.  Lady  of  Lyons,  play,  5  acts . 15  5 

72.  Lame  Excuse,  faree,  1  act . #.  4  2  I 
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IN  A  PROLOGUE  AND  FIVE  ACTS. 

FOUNDED  ON  MADAME  VON  BIRCH-PFEIFFER’s  DRAMATIZATION  OF  LUDWIG  STORCH’3 

NOVEL. 


By  W.  G.  WILLS, 

Author  of  “  The  Man  of  Airlie”  etc . 


AS  FIRST  PERFORMED  AT  THE  QUEEN’S  THEATRE,  LONDON,  UNDER 
THE  MANAGEMENT  OF  MR.  E.  CLIFTON,  ON 
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CAST  OF  CHARACTERS. 


PROLOGUE. 


Queen's  Theatre, 
London ,  Sept.  9, 1871. 


Marquart  (the  Younger  Son) . Mr.  w  D  qhesham. 

Sebald . . . . . . . Hr.  J.  Gardiner. 

John  Volksam . .  E.  Catitcart. 

Erlbacher  (a  Senator) . Mr.  W.  Howard. 

Two  Clerks .  )  Mr.  Thompson. 

(  Mr.  Jones. 

Dame  Margaret  Yolkner  (Widow  of  the  Burgomaster  of  Nurn- 

. Mrs.  Billington. 

Beata  (her  Daughter  and  Sister  to  Marquart).. . Miss  Bentham. 

Sabina  (John’s  wife)... .' . Mrs.  Graham.  ' 


THE  PLAY. 

Henrico  (Son  of  Margaret  Yolkner— Lead) . Mr.  H.  Vezin. 

Wenzel  (King  of  Bohemia— Heavy  Lead) . Mr.  G.  Rignold. 

Steinhertz  (the  Headsman) . . . ]yrr  Ryder. 

Marquart  (Son  of  Margaret  Yolkner— Second  Yfalking  Gentle- 

man) . Mr.  W.  D.  Gresham. 

Count  Leschwitz  (a  Bohemian  Noble— Old  Man) . Mr.  Yollaire. 

Younker  Schlippenberg — Walking  Gentleman) . r. ..Mr.  W.  Ryder. 

Younker  Benko  (Utility) . . Mr,  Keet  Webb. 

John  Yolksam  (Second  Old  Man) . Mr.  Cathcart. 

Erlbacher  (a  Senator— Utility). .. .  . Mr.  W.  Howard. 

Sebald  (Utility) . Mr.  J.  Gardiner. 

Two  Clerks  (Supernumeraries) . j  jo^EgSON’ 


Pages,  Knights,  Nobles,  People,  Students. 


Markitta  (Heavy  Lead) . Mrs.  H.  Yezin. 

Dame  Margaret  Yolkner  (Old  Woman) . Mrs.  Billington. 

Countess  Blanka  (First  Walking  Lady) . Miss  M.  Rhodes. 

Nurse  (Utility) . Miss  Turner. 

Beata  (Second  Walking  Lady) . •. . Miss  Bentham. 

Mistress  Martha  (Second  Old  Woman) . Miss  Wharton. 

Sabina  (Utility) . Mrs.  Graham. 


Court  Ladies,  Women  of  the  People,  etc. 


PROPERTIES . 

Prologue.— Papers  carried  by  Erlbacher  and  the  Clerks  ;  letter,  sealed  and  bound 
with  tape.  Act  I. — Scene  I. :  Flowers  to  be  plucked  by  Children,  at  back. 
Scene  111. :  Clubs  for  Citizens,  and  weapons.  Act  II. — Scene  I. :  Bohemian  glass 
on  cabinet ;  sword  ;  suit  of  armor  on  stand.  Act  III. :  Letter ;  the  headsman’s 
sword,  two  handed,  with  the  handle  barred  black  and  white  ;  two  beaker  lamps. 
Scene  II. :  Drinking  vessels ;  two  table  seats ;  long  rope.  Act  IV.— Scene  1. : 
Letter.  Act  V. :  Parchment ;  chairs  ;  table. 


1TME  OF  PLAYING— THREE  HOURS  AND  A  QUARTER,  i 


X > 
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SCENERY. 

Prologue.— A  Room  in  a  House  in  Nurnberg,  time  1380,  in  3d  grooves. 

. Backing. 


3 


.•  *  Chair. 


1  Open  | 


*  : . .*  *  Chairs. 

Table. 


Chair.  *  \ 

#  Chairs.  *. 


Door. 


Table. 


Door. 


r 

<: 

rt 

.u 


Closed  in.  Doors  l.  and  r.  1  e.  practicable.  Doorway  c.  in  f.,  carved  woodwork. 
Chairs  covered  with  maroon  ;  gilt  nails  ;  covers  to  tables,  scarlet  cloth. 

Between  the  prologue  and  Act  I.,  velvet  curtains  let  down,  red,  in  two.  drawing  up 
to  each  side,  gold  irihge  ;  a  shield  on  each  :  on  the  left  curtain,  a  shield,  quarterly^ 
the  first  azure,  three  fleur-de-luce  argent ;  on  the  second,  azure,  barre  of  five  argent ; 
the  third  as  the  first,  the  fourth  as  the  second  (that  is  to  say,  the  shield  is  divided  in 
lour  by  two  lines  crossing  in  the  centre  at  right  angles,  the  upper  left  hand  quarter 
having  three  lily-flowers  in  silver,  and  so  the  right  lower  quarter  ;  the  other  two  five 
stripes  of  silver;  all  on  a  blue  field).  The  right  shield:  Azure,  seinee  with  lions 
rampant  argent,  with  a  label  of  three  ermine  (that  is  to  say,  a  blue  field  is  sprinkled 
with  upright  clawing  lions  in  silver,  while  across  the  upper  fourth  part,  marked  off 
horizontally,  is  a  white  bar  with  three  perpendicular  "wedges,  large  end  down,  dotted 
with  black). 

ACT  I.  :  Scene  l.—A  Landscape,  with  distant  view  of  Prague,  in  4th  grooves.  Set 
roc^  at  the  back,  wdth  inclined  path,  to  enable  a  leap  to  be  taken  at  l.  u.  e.,  as  if  into 
watei  or  off  a  cliff ;  trap  open  there.  River  seen  l.  Limelight  for  sunlight,  r.  u.  e., 
throwing  light  on  l.  side.  Tree  wings  and  sinks. 

Scene  II.  A  Wood  in  1st  grooves.  Tree  wings  and  sinks  left  on  from  previous 
scene. 

Scene  ///.-Exterior  of  the  Headsman’s  House,  in  4th  grooves. 

. . * . — 4  g. 


Door, 


Gate. 


-2  1 


On  flat,  woods  and  distant  view  of  Prague.  Cloudy  sky,  red  sunset  effect.  L. 
side,  tree  wings,  sky  sinks.  R.  1  e.  tree  wings.  R.  2  and  3  e.  set  house,  old  carved 
stone  work  to  practicable  door  and  window's.  From  c.  in  f.  to  r.  c.  front  line  of  1st 
grooves,  and  thence  to  r.  1  e.,  a  low  set  wall,  with  a  gate,  over  which  is  a  carved  archi 
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■with  battered  armorial  bearings.  From  the  gate  to  the  house-door  is  a  plank-way, 
as  if  the  space  on  each  side  was  a  moat. 

ACT  II.:  Scene  I— A  Room  in  the  Headsman’s  house,  in  4th  grooves. 

. . . 4  g. 


. I  Open.  | _ 

Chair.*  Chair.  * 


.**  Picture. 


Door. 


Table. 


Sofa. 


Cabinet.  *. 
Picture.  #  \ 


Door. 


Table. 


The  Doorway  c.  f.  has  a  lattic  work  border.  R.  and  l.  2  e.  life-size  portraits,  one 
male,  one  female,  the  man  in  armor,  the  left  one  is  a  secret  door. 

ACT  III. :  Scene  /.—Same  as  Scene  I.,  Act  II.,  but  no  sofa,  and  several  other  arti¬ 
cles  of  furniture  moved ;  table  up  l. 

Scene  II. — Interior  of  a  Wine-shop  Cellar  in  3d  grooves. 


#  I  •  * 


Stone  walls,  table  and  chairs  each  side. 

Scene  III. — A  Garden  and  Castle  exterior,  in  5th  grooves. 


House  front. 


Closed  in.  * 
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Sky  sinks,  with  the  two  front  ones  interlaced  foliage,  perforated.  Tree  borders  and 
wings.  L.  2  and  3  e.  set  house  front,  with  practicable  doorway  l.  1  e.,  transversely 
with  wall  backing.  House  front  continued,  with  transparent  windows  (two  or  three 
stories)  backed  by  lights,  3  e.  The  steps  are  practicable,  and  represent  marble,  with 
a  carved  stone  balustrade.  On  flat,  beautiful  garden  view,  with  ornamental  water. 
Strong  moonlight  effect  from  r.  u.  e.  on  the  steps  and  c.  front. 

Act  IV. :  Scene  1. — A  Room  in  the  Palace,  in  2d  grooves.  Open  n.  and  l. 

Scene  II. — Hall  in  the  Countess’  Castle,  decorated  for  a  Ball,  in  6th  grooves.  Open 
doorway  c.,  in  5th  groove  flat.  Door  r.  1  e.  Open  doorway  r.  3  e.  Cushioned  set¬ 
tees  along  the  sides  and  at  back.  Red  curtains  on  brass  rod  as  a  screen  R.  3  e. 

Act  V. :  Scene.— Throne  Room  in  the  Palace,  in  4th  grooves. 

. .  . |  Door.  | .  ' - 4  g. 

Table.  \ 


\ - 3 


•  • 

:  Table. 

......  -**?r  * 

r  II  is-  *. 

Throne.  :  A  :  ]  '  : 

Door. 

:  2 

Door. 

*  :  — -1 


Stone  walls,  tapestry  depicting  hunting  and  battles ;  carved  doorway  ;  carved  ceiling 
let  down.  Throne  l.  under  canopy  and  on  dais,  covered  with  scarlet  cloth.  One 
chair  on  the  throne-place,  and  another  on  its  left ;  a  table  up  l.  side.  A  large  low 
table  r. 

COSTUMES  ( German ,  1380-1400  ) 

Henrico. —Act  1. — Scarlet  doublet,  sleeves,  orange  and  black  stripes ;  round  hat, 
white  feather ;  gray  hose,  short  dark  trunks,  red  shoes,  open  worked,  rich  sword 
and  belt,  dagger  hung  by  silver  chain.  Act  II.  Same,  disordered,  hair  tossed 
about.  Act  III. — Same  as  Steinhertz’s,  which  see  ;  dagger  hung  by  silver 
chain,  silver  belt.  Scene  Ill.— Same,  except  black  velvet  doublet,  tight  sleeves, 
same  color  as  the  hose,  black  shoes,  sword  and  belt,  black  plumed  light  colored 
hat.  Act  IV — .Same  as  last. 

"Wenzel.— Rough  and  boisterous,  but  not  ignoble.  Act  I.— Plaxen  long-hair  wig, 
moustache  and  beard,  like  the  old  German  gods.  Crown,  dead  blue  mantel, 
trimmed  with  ermine,  hose  of  same  color,  sword,  gray  sleeves,  ornaments  of  white 
gold  and  silver,  gold  corded  buskins,  white  and  gold  sword  belt.  Act  III.— Dis¬ 
guised  ;  black  cap,  blue  cloak,  trimmed  with  sable  down  the  front.  Scene  III. 
—Same,  sword  on.  Act  IV. — White  shoes  and  hose,  sky  blue  doublet  turned  up 
with  ermine,  yellow  mantle,  jewels,  sword  to  draw ;  in  his  satchel  by  right  side, 
a  piece  of  Henrico’s  sleeve.  Act  V. — Rich  black  velvet  doublet,  trimmed  with 
ermine,  scarlet  hose,  black  shoes,  his  sword  of  iron,  handle  and  blade  in  one  piece. 
Steinhertz.— Grave  and  impassable  looking,  close  trimmed  beard  and  long  mous¬ 
tache  and  short  curl  wig ;  doublet  with  hanging  sleeves  of  dead  steel  color,  with 
silver  clasps,  trunks  of  the  same  with  silver  buttons  down  the  seam  ;  scarlet  hose  ; 

I  buff  buskins  ;  satchel  at  his  belt,  dagger  ;  tight  sleeves  of  red  and  black  striped 
stuff  under  the  hanging  sleeves. 

Marquart.— A  black  and  red  suit,  black  cap  and  feather ;  moustache  in  Spanish 
style. 
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Count Leschwitz.— Old  man,  a  Polonius  beard,  moustache  and  wig.  Court  suit. 

YOUnker  Benko. — Court  dress,  foppish. 

Younker  Schilppenberg. — Court  dress. 

Sebald.— Travelling-dress,  pulled  up  boots.  Letter  for  him. 

Erlbacher.— White  beard  and  hair,  black  skull  cap,  black  velvet  suit,  chains  of 
office. 

Two  Clerks.— Long  fair  hair,  black  velvet  skull  caps,  black  gowns. 

John  Volksam.— A  servant.  Eair  hair;  black  velvet  doublet,  black  cotton  hose, 
keys  and  dagger  at  his  belt. 

Markitta.— Ac£  /.—Gray  overskirt,  red  petticoat;  gilt  cross,  chain  and  satchel  like 
Margaret  in  Faust ;  veil.  Act  III —Seme.  III.— As  a  boy,  plain  page’s  suit> 
black  frock,  black  cloak,  gray  hose,  black  shoes,  red  trunks.  Act  V.— Blue 
dress  over  white  skirt,  edged  with  dark  blue  or  black. 

Countess  Blanka.— Act  /.—Court  dress,  with  train,  jewels,  fan  to  match  dress,  fair 
hair.  Act  111.— Scene  III.— White  satin  ball  dress,  train,  jewels  in  profusion. 
Act  IV. — Same  as  last,  or  a  very  rich  ball  dress. 

Dame  Margaret  Volkner. — Act  /. — Black  velvet  dress  with  train,  white  sleeves, 
deep  red  underskirt,  black  head  dress  turned  up  with  white,  and  white  lace 
(Burgher’s  wife  dress,  of  Maximilian’s  court,  time  of  Durer,  etc.);  the  body  of 
dress  cut  square,  and  edged  four  deep  with  black  braid  ;  belt.  Act  V. — Same,  or 
dark  dress  of  same  pattern,  without  long  train. 

Beata. — Black  dress  and  black  veil  worn  in  Spanish  fashion ;  black  fan. 

Sabina. — White  cap  and  apron,  blue  dress,  elderly. 

Mistress  Martha. — White  cap  and  apron,  striped  dress;  face  flushed,  made  up  a 
little  stout  and  jovial-looking. 

Nurse.— Plain  good  dress,  old-fashioned,  may  carry  crutch-handled  cane. 

Guards. — Steel  caps,  black  doublets  silver-laced  down  the  front  and  edge,  red  hose  ; 
halberds. 

Pages,  Knights,  Nobles,  etc.— As  usual. 

Citizens’  Wives,  Court  Ladies,  etc.— As  usual. 

Headsman’s  Men.— Scarlet,  gray  and  black.  5 


SYNOPSIS  OF  SCENERY ,  INCIDENTS ,  Etc." 

For  Programmes,  Large  Bills,  etc. 

Scene  of  Action— NURNBERG.  Time— About  1380. 
PROLOGUE. 

Scene . — Room  in  the  House  of  the  late  Burgomaster  of  Number g. 

THE  PLAY.— ACT  I. 

[Scene  ..—FESTIVAL  OF  THE  LORENZXBERG  AT  PRAGUE. 
Scene  II.— A  WOOD  NEAR  PRAGUE. 

Scene  III.— EXTERIOR  OF  STEINHERTZ  HOUSE. 

ACT  II. 

Scene  I. — INFERIOR  OF  S TEIN HERTZ ’ S  HOUSE. 

ACT  III. 

Scene  I. — THE  SAME. 

f  Scene  II.— THE  GALLOH  CELLAR  IX  PRAGUE. 
Scene  III.— THE  COUNTESS  BANKA’S  GARDEN. 

ACT  IV. 

Scene  I. — ROOM  IN  TIIE  PALACE. 

Scene  II.— HALL  AT  COUNTESS  BLANKA’S. 

"  ACT  V. 

Scene  I. — TTIRONE  BOOM  OF  TIIE  EEADSCHIN. 

[For  Synopois  see  page  39. 
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PROLOGUE. 

SCENE. — Room  in  the  house  of  Burgomaster  Volkner  of  Number g,  in 
3rd  grooves . 

Enter,  d.  f.,  John  Volksam  and  Sabina.  They  come  down  c.,  she  on  his 
left ,  ushering  in  Erlbacher  and  two  Clerks.* 

Volksam  (gravely).  Here,  gentlemen,  you  will  please  to  wait  one  mo¬ 
ment  while  the  will  is  being  read,  and  till  Dame  Margaret  will  come  to 
see  you.  (exit  Sabina,  r.  d.)  Ah  !  my  masters,  it  is  a  sad  day  to  the  old 
house,  and  to  the  old  servants  of  so  good  a  man. 

Erlbacher.  I  know  not  what  to  think  of  what  I  hear. 

Volk.  It  can  never  be  that  the  old  servants  will  be  thrust  away  with¬ 
out  a  penny,  while  the  upstart  crows  divide  all  the  golden  feathers. 

Erl.  My  dear  friend  will  be  found' to  have  dealt  justly  by  all  at  the 
last  moment.  • 

Enter  Sabina,  r.  d. 

Sabina.  If  you  please,  sir,  my  mistress  awaits  you.  (exeunt,  Erlbacher 
and  Clerks,  r  d.  Sabina  comes  to  c.)  Well,  good  man,  what  think  you? 
Volk.  Whatever  change  be  here,  I  shan’t  go  ! 

Sab.  Nay,  nay,  I  fear  that  you  and  I  must  go. 

Volk.  I’ll  not  believe  it.  They  are  not  children  of  their  father,  if 
they  come  into  his  property  but  to  the  ruin  of  the  house,  and  to  turn  us 
out  like  a  dog  in  our  okl  age.  No,  no  !  what !  I  that  taught  the  boy  to 
ride  and  to  say  his  prayers — ah !  in  my  old  master’s  time,  who  had  a 
dream  of  this  ? 

Sab.  Hush  !  lie  is  here ! 

Enter  Marquart,  d.  f.  He  carries  himself  with  a  haughty,  insolent  air . 
lie  goes  to  it.  d.,  slowly. 

Volksam  ( salutes  him).  An  instant ! 

Marquart.  What  do  you  mean  I 

Volk.  I  cry  you  pardon,  but  I  did  greet  you.  Were  you  true  master 
of  mine,  you  would  greet  me  again  ! 

Marq.  Insolent  feilow  !  I  know  that  my  father  was  wont  to  express 
himself  with  too  much  familiarity  with  his  lacqueys — those  days  are 
passed.  And  that  is  not  my  way.  Down  stairs  with  you  ! 

[Exit,  R.  D. 

*  Clerks.  Erlbacher.  Volksam.  Sabina. 

R-  R  c.  c.  l.  c. 
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Volk.  Man,  I- - (Sabina  seizes  his  arm  as  he  lays  his  hand  on  his  knife 

at  his  belt)  Ah  !  that  fellow  my  master !  Oh !  what  curse  was  on  the 
£Oor  old  man  that  he  warmed  such  a  viper  in  his  bosom  as  that  same 
black  knave.  I  not  know  what  to  wish — but  that  the  younger  son 
would  come  home. 

Enter  Beata,  d.  f.  She  crosses  down  and  exits  r.  d. 

Volksam.  There’s  another  who  would  be  the  better  to  lie  under  a 
marble  tombstone — God  forgive  me  !  They  have  crept  and  crawled 
about  the  moneybags  to  some  purpose — devil  doubt  them — as  one  can 
tell  by  their  triumphant  smile.  They  will  have  all,  while  the  biy  who 
was  driven  from  home  by  their  devices  and  kept  away — how,  who,  un¬ 
less  themselves,  may  know  ? — will  be  left  stripped  of  every  penny  of  his 
right. 

Enter  Sebald,  d.  f. 

Sebald.  Can  I  see  the  burgomaster?  (Sabina  and  Volksam  look  aston¬ 
ished.) 

Volk.  The  burgomaster  !  he  died — a  fortnight  ago,  and  they  are  there, 
reading  his  will. 

Seb.  Ah  !  then  there  is  one  who  has  yet  to  grieve  for  a  loss  he  has  not 
learnt. 

Volk.  What  is  your  business  ? 

Seb.  I  have  a  message  from  his  son  Henrico.  (Sabina  and  Volksam 
express  pleasure)  He  has  not  seen  his  father  for  ten  years,  and  now  will 
never  see  him.  But  let  me  see  his  mother,  for  I  have  a  message  for  her. 

Sab.  Not  so  loud  ! 

Volk.  The  will  is  being  read. 

Seb.  I.  may  bear  the  widow  comfort.  I  would  have  speech  of  her. 
Perhaps  I  have  come  in  time,  [noise  of  angry  voices  r.) 

Enter ,  it.  d.,  Marquart  and  Beata  in  anger,  talking  as  they  enter .  Dame 
Margaret  Volkner,  Erlbacher  and  Clerks.* 

Marq.  I  would  not  spare  him  a  single  coin  ! 

Beata.  It  is  shameful ! 

Marq.  Shall  he  be  enriched,  and  it  cost  him  nothing! 

Bea.  I  wonder  that  you  would  have  fortune  thrust  upon  this  man  who 
has  made  him-elf  a  pauper. 

Marq  {to  Dame  Volkner).  You  have  swayed  my  father  towards  this 
spendthrift,  this  young  fop,  whom  he  had  thrust  Iron?  his  door  to  starve. 

Dame  V.  Silence! 

Marq.  You  have  favored  your  son. 

Dame  V.  1  say  again,  that  if  right  was  done,  he  would  have  had  all 
and  you  would  have  been  left  a  beggar. 

Marq.  The  old  story!  but  it  shall  not  juggle  away  my  birthright ! 
I  am  the  oldest  son  and  as  such  should  have  inherited,  but,  byT  your  arts, 
my  father  has  wronged  me,  and  left  his  wealth  to  one  who  should  be 
what  he  is,  a  pauper! 

Dame  V  Peace  !  more  respect — if  not  to  your  brother — to  my  son  ! 

Marq.  Silence!  and  be  wronged?  Never!  Then  let  him  have  his 
ten  thousand  golden  crowns — while  I  possess  my  father’s  heritage. 

*  Clerks.  Sabina.  Volksam.  Sebald. 

Erlbacher.  Dame  Volkner.  Marquart.  Beata. 

r.  o.  L. 
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Dame  V.  May  yon  find  more  mercy  above  than  you  deserve  of  that 
money  here  below.  Master  Erlbacher  hear  me,  and  you,  gentlemen,  and 
judge  how  right  has  been  done  towards  these  ungrateful  children.  My 
husband  had  always  been  a  worthy  burgher  of  this  town,  when  we  fell 
upon  evil  days,  and  at  last  even  the  honor  of  his  house  was  in  peril — we 
could  hardly  meet  our  creditors  with  the  closest  economy.  About  that 
time  the  Emperor,  to  whose  grief  his  noble  wife  had  been  for  three  years 
childless,  sent  her  to  this  place,  for  he  had  hopes  at  last,  and  wished  the 
Empress  to  do  honor  to  his  good  town  of  Nurnberg.  On  that  night,’ 
when  the  guns  of  the  fort  announced  to  the  town  the  birth  of  the  heir 
to  the  future  German-Romau  Empire,  I,  too,  gave  birth  to  a  child — a 
healthy,  handsome  boy - 

Marq.  (, meeringly ).  You  mean,  a  weak,  sickly  babe  that  scarcely 
sought  to  live. 

Dame  Y.  In  her  great  joy  at  having  at  last  a  son,  the  Empress  offered 
a  reward  to  all  that  had  a  child  born  also  to  them  that  night  in  Nurn¬ 
berg.  Mine  was  the  only  boy,  and  upon  him  was  joyfully  bestowed 
twelve  thousand  crowns.  With  that  foundation,  our  house  rose  again — 
yea,  with  that  boy’s  money,  and  now  to  him  is  left  that  sum  which  is 
his  own.  Tell  me,  gentleman,  is  not  that  just? 

Marq.  Admirably. 

Bea.  But  we  will  dispute  it ! 

Erl.  (< gravely ).  That  cannot  be.  The  testament  is  properly  drawn  up 
in  full  accordance  with  the  German-Roman  law. 

Bea.  Oh,  most  just  and  righteous!  My  mother  nursed  my  father 
warily — we  know  now  for  why  ! 

Marq.  For  her  dutiful  son,  who  has  not  cared  to  come  to  his  dying 
father’s  pillow — though  1  have  sent  him  three  letters  with  the  new*. 

See.  [comes  down).  Saving  your  presence,  ( bows  to  Dame  Yolkner) 
that’s  a  lie. 

Marq.  Who  is  this  insolent  varlet  1  (Sebald  confronts  him  boldly.) 

Dame  Y.  Do  you  know  my  son  I 

Sfb.  I  am  his  dearest  friend. 

Dame  V.  Then  you  are  Master  Sebald  ? 

Seb.  The  same. 

Dame  Y.  I  have  heard  him  speak  of  you.  {gives  Sebald  her  hand)  You 
come,  sir,  on  the  saddest  day  that  I  have  ever  known.  I  have  lost  your 
host,  who  cannot  now  receive  you.  You  cannot  think  what  he  suffered 
in  the  absence  of  his  well-beloved  son.  Jacob  grieved  not  more  deep 
for  Joseph.  Where  is  the  boy  ? 

See.  He  is  in  Prague,  lodged  in  the  debtor’s  prison. 

Dame  Y.  In  prison  !  For  debt?  Why  did  he  not  write? 

Seb.  He  wrote  a  hundred  times  !  (Dame  Yolkner  turns  furiously  to 
Marquart,  who  avoids  her  eyes)  Then  he  thought  to  come  home,  but  his 
creditors  arrested  him,  and  he  sent  me  in  his  stead,  (gives  letter.) 

Bea.  {aside  to  Marquart).  We  must  not  lose  a  moment.  He  must 
never  come  here  to  oust  us  of  our  own. 

Marq.  ( aside  to  Beata).  I  have  it.  Your  lover  Schlippenberg  shall 
aid  me  to  delay  him.  We  go  to  Prague  to-morrow  ! 

Dame  Y.  {to  Marquart).  You  had  full  power  over  all  letters  coming 
to  the  house.  Where  are  these  of  my  son  to  his  father  ? 

Marq.  None  have  come. 

Dame  Y.  You  have  not  spared  your  father  a  single  pang,  and  I  shall 
not  shield  you.  Horrid  thought!  you  have  tried  to  win  fortune  for 
yourself  by  plucking  up  an  old  man’s  dearest  heart-plant.  You  will  end 
ill !  You  saw  him  dying  for  a  sight  of  his  dearest  son,  and  you  let  him 
ask  for  comfort  iu  vain.  You  are  my  son  no  more  !  Unnatural  children, 
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I  cast  ye  off!  Master  Erlbaclier,  come  with  me,  and  write  what  I  shall 
say.  Friend  Sebald,  come  with  me,  I  would  talk  of  my  son.  As  for 
you,  come  to  me  humbly  and  entreat  pardon  for  your  sins  manifold,  or 
dread  to  feel  the  weight  of  an  injured  mother’s  curse  ! 


All  form  Picture, 


CURTAIN. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — Landscape  with  distant  view  of  Prague,  in  5th  grooves. 

Discover  Citizens,  their  wives,  soldiers ,  and* children  walking  about ,  and  play¬ 
ing  with  garlands  of  flowers.  A  ballet  may  be  introduced  here. 

Enter  t  r.  u.  e.,  Marquart  and  Younker  Schlippenberg.  They  come 

down  c. 

Marquart.  Scarcely  well  out  of  a  debtor’s  jail,  he  is  bold  in  silk  and 
feathers.  Plague  on  him  !  I  am  not  a  slave,  aud  yet  I  feel  that  I  pale 
before  his  magnificence.  At  the  peril  of  my  life,  I’ll  mar  him  ! 

Schlip.  I  will,  for  you. 

Marq.  You  don’t  know  what  you  volunteer  to  do.  He  is  a  rash  fel¬ 
low,  prompt  and  savage  !  he  may  slash  you  rarely. 

Schlip.  He  will  do  so  at  his  cost.  ’Ware  from  under,  he  that  would 
fell  the  oak  !  I  am  not  to  be  laid  low  like  a  bulrush.  By  the  beard  of 
the  fellow  I  killed  last  Friday — for  Friday  is  a  fast-day,  and  I  restrict  my¬ 
self  to  one ! — these  fellows  so  brave  and  agile,  sometimes  run  foul  of  a 
long  sword  and  die  of  a  steel  ague.  Turn  you  aside,  and  leave  him  to 
me. 

Marq.  But  the  law !  e’en  though  you  finish  him,  the  block  may  deal 
rudely  with  your  blockhead. 

Schlip.  Pah  !  the  kiug  hates  foreigners  ever  since  a  French  monsieur 
killed  a-cousin  of  his  majesty.  I  should  have  a  ruddy  vengeance  should 
I  not  add  this  trophy  to  the  triumph-marks  on  my  sleeve. 

Marq.  Well,  well,  but  care  for  yourself.  Beata  bade  me  caution  you. 

Schlip.  Pet’s  seek  him  !  {they  exeunt  k.) 

Enter,  r.  u.  e.,  Markitta  and  Nurse. 

Markitta.  Pray  let  us  wait  a  moment  here  ! 

Nurse.  No  !  this  is  no  place  for  us.  {up  l.  c.) 

Mark.-  {comes  down  c.).  He  may  come  this  way.  {looks  about.) 

Nurse.  The  last  time  we  came  out,  we  were  scurrily  treated. 

Mark.  I  am  used  to  loathing,  {aside)  And  care  not  if  I  see  him  ! 
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Young  and  noble,  though  all  the  young  were  nobles  round  him,  I  am 
sure  I  should  single  him  out !  ( looks  round.') 

Nurse.  The  people  are  in  feast,  and  they  are  always  most  cruel  then. 
Come  away — do  not  rest,  lest  some  will  recognize  us. 

Mark.  One  moment,  kind  mother  !  This  air,  this  merriment,  the 
perfume  of  the  flowers,  they  are  worth  the  risk.  Ah,  liow  the  lovers 
and  their  sweethearts  stroll,  one  with  the  other.  Each  twain  are  happy, 
and  there  are  no  lonely  ones.  I  am  here  by  myself,  one  in  a  million  I 
What  a  longing  for.  companionship  since  he  smiled  on  me.  It  was  on 
the  bridge  in  the  meadows  that  we  met,  and  he  smiled  on  me  as  he 
made  way.  I  met  him  since  in  the  town,  and  hoped  for  his  smile  again, 
but  he  did  not  remember  me.  Fool  to  expect  it !  I  shall  see  his  look 
and  smile  no  more. 

Nurse  ( agitatedly ).  Markitta,  come  away  !  this  is  no  place  to  linger.  j 

Mark,  {goes  up  to  her).  I’ll  not  be  slow— I  was  but  musing. 

Enter ,  Henrico  and  Younker  Benko,  r.  u.  e.  They  come  down  r.  c. 

Markitta  (aside).  Ah!  there  he  is.  {she  and  Nurse  remain,  l.  u.  e.,  she 
looking  at  Henrico  and  preventing  Nurse  draw  her  away.) 

Benko.  I  do  not  care  to  waste  time  here. 

Hen.  I  do — amusement  waits  for  no  man — one  must  clutch  its  glitter¬ 
ing  pinions  as  it  flutters  by.  Ah  !  man,  the  prison  is  but  a  dull  place  to 
study  the  pleasures  of  the  world  in. 

Benko.  Pleasures  of  the  world  are  well  enough  in  their  degrees,  but  I 
prefer  the  higher.  Here  the  shouts  of  boorish  laughter  are  all  low  notes. 

Hen.  And  I  like  to  hear  all  of  them  in  the  gamut,  I  like  to  enjoy  the 
people’s  festival.  What  a  happy  time ! 

Mark,  {to  Nurse).  I  pray  you  wait. 

Hen.  There  is  something  to  me  sweet  even  in  the  coarse  expressions 
of  such  company.  I  ask  not  for  refinements  which  blanch  the  yellow 
gold  into  a  pallid  silver — no  !  what  more  worth  living  for  than  to  take 
pleasures  as  they  come,  whilst  you  are  in  good  health. 

Nurse.  Come  away,  they  are  looking  at  us.  I  am  half  frightened. 

Mark.  Yes,  we  will  come  home.  This  is  not  the  world  for  us, 
mother.  Ah  !  here  comes  the  Countess  !  {looks  l.)  Methinks  his  eye 
gleams  brighter  as  if  he  felt  that  she  was  nearer.  Ah  !  what  a  gulf  be¬ 
tween  us  !  Fairer  than  her  few  men  can  love  !  my  heart  aches  to  confess 
it — but — I  marvel  not  that  he  should  look  upon  her — for  she  is — how 
beautiful !  [Exeunt,  Markitta  and  Nurse,  r.  u.  e. 

Benk.  The  Countess  Blanka  !  {looks  up  l.) 

Hen.  And  the  King  ! 

Benk.  I’ll  wager  you  ten  gold  pieces  that  she  will  notice  me  before  she 
does  you. 

Hen.  No  wagers  !  I  know  her. 

Benk.  What !  are  you  the  happy  one  'l  $ 

Hen.  {gravely).  Believe  me !  I  am  scarcely  the  richer  for  it  by  one 
smile,  {cheers.) 

Enter ,  King  Wenzel,  Countess  Blanka,  Courtiers,  Ladies  and  Count 
Leschwitz.  The  Countess  and  King  come  to  c.  front.  Leschwitz  l. 
c.,  front.  Henrico  and  Benko,  r. 

King.  I  like  that  music  of  the  popular  throat. 

Countess.  It  is  such  to  you.  I  prefer  the  lute  to  the  bassoon, 

Benk,  {aside  to  Henrico).  How  beautiful  l 
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King.  Lions  must  like  the  roaring,  just  as  fair  ladies  have  pleasure  in 
satins  and  brave  feathers. 

Countess.  I  accept  the  compliment.  ( looks  round  but  does  not  see 
Henrico.) 

King.  Come  on,  my  lords.  (Countess  exchanges  a  look  with  Henrico, 
and  pulls  a  feather  out  of  her  fan)  Ladies  are  not  to  be  kept  waiting,  even 
by  their  husbands,  and  we  are  not  all  mated — more  or  less  bad  the  luck ! 
{all  go  to  r.  1  e.  Countess  drops  the  feather  at  Henrico’s/^.) 

Benk.  What  a  sweet  smile  wasted  on  some  one.  More  to  my  address, 
and  I  would  come  near  to  losing  my  heart.  ( exeunt ,  King,  Countess, 
Lesciiwitz  and  Courtiers,  r.  1  e.)  It  was  not  for  your  Majesty — I  don’t 
envy  you ! 

Hen.  He  looked  as  if  he  must  eat  her  without  saying  grace. 

Benk.  Could  not  you,  Henrico  ?  He  may  devour  you  before  she  has 
done  with  you. 

Hen.  It  were  time  you  were  gone  to  your  book.  ( picks  up  feather.) 

(  Benk.  While  you  are  winning  feathers  in  your  cap  ? 

Hen.  Ah  !  a  feather  that  the  lady  dropped. 

Benk.  Well  that  the  King  saw  it  not  fall.  I’d  as  lief  stand  in  a  dead 
man’s  shoes  as  face  King  Wenzel  in  a  jealous  wrath. 

Hen.  Taint  not  her  fair  fame.  I  know  that  lady  only  as  one  may 
know  a  brother.  Let  your  sharp  speech  rather  fall  on  me. 

Benk.  You  are  sulky. 

Hen.  No,  not  I !  [he  and  Benko  exeunt  slowly ,  r.  u.  e.) 

Enter  Marquart  and  Schlippenberg,  with  two  or  more  Courtiers,  r.  1  e. 

Schlippenberg.  How  she  looked  after  him  !  If  we  were  to  spare  him, 
somebody  yet  would  have  to  do  the  King  a  service  by  ridding  him  of  the 
gallant. 

Marq.  No  !  impossible  that  the  beautiful  Countess  Blanka  could 
glance  at  him,  still  fragrant  with  the  reek  of  the  prison  straw. 

Schlip.  She  did,  though,  and  it  was  her  own  feather,  too,  that  she 
dropped  in  his  path. 

Marq.  It  is  sorcery  ! 

Schlip.  Then  do  we  do  the  church’s  work  in  making  him  fit  for  the 
couch  of  wood  with  a  wooden  top.  Yet  I  grieve  to  consign  one  of  my 
boon  acquaintances  to  the  edge  of  my  sword. 

Marq.  He  is  something  of  a  swordsman. 

”  Schlip.  Every  tailor’s  ’prentice  is  that  now-a-days,  ha,  ha!  You  shall 
see,  I  shall  take  my  wound  from  him  so  calmly  that  you  may  count  each 
drop  of  my  blood  that  his  weapon  weeps,  before  I  administer  my  iron 
dose. 

Marq.  And  then  you  may  drop — down  dead,  ha,  ha! 

Schlip.  Hum !  I  don’t  half  relish  that  prospect.  What  should  he 
recognize  you  ? 

Marq.  There’s  no  fear  of  that!  We  have  lived  ten  years  apart. 

Schlip.  ’Tis  well. 

Marq.  Bear  yourself  stoutly,  and  remember,  you  shall  have  Beata  for 
your  wife. 

Schlip.  No  such  chance  !  If  I  fall,  the  King  will  take  precious  good 
care  of  the  foreigner  who  has  killed  a  noble,  and  he  will  remove  his  head 
from  his  body  though  he  had  a  neck  of  iron. 

Marq.  Would  it  were  done  ! 

Schlip.  Fear  nothing,  and  trust  to  me.  Here  he  is  ! 


Enter  Henrico  and  Benko,  r.  1b, 
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Good-day,  friend  Henrico ! 

Hen.  “  Friend  Henrico  ?”  I  have  no  memory  for  hangdog  faces,  so 
marvel  not,  that  you  are  unknown  to  me. 

Schlip.  What!  play  the  proud  minion  !  or,  art  afeard  that  I  shall  not 
let  you  grope  in  my  purse  !  You  were  not  so  distant  when  we  dipped 
beaks  in  the  same  flagon. 

Hen.  Many  an  uuworthy  fellow  has  grasped  my  flagon  when  I  had 
money  for  the  children  of  vice — you  no  doubt  are  one  of  that  sort,  so  be 
not  startled  that  I  waive  the  honor  of  your  friendship,  (goes  up  c.  with 
Benko.) 

Schlip.  You  are  only  of  late  so  proud — since  the  King’s  light-o’-love, 
the  Countess  Blanka,  smiled  on  you  ! 

Hen.  (turns).  Villain  !  recall  that  w*ord  ! 

Benk.  Surely  you  will  not  draw  on  such  a  fellow. 

Schlip.  (sneeringly).  Do  you  defend  the  King  or  lady  ? 

Hen.  Both — against  such  a  pestilent  villain  as  you. 

Schlip.  Villain in  your  teeth!  (draws,  and  Henrico  draws  and  par¬ 
ries.  They  fight.  Henrico  kills  him .) 

All.  Seize  him  !  (they  draw  swords  and  attack  Henrico  and  Benko.) 

Benk  We  must  cut  our  way  through  them!  Don’t  lose  a  stroke! 
(fights  his  way  down  to  r.  front.  Marquart  and  others  lift  up  Schlippen- 
berg  c.,  and  others  chase  Henrico  up  r.  He  retires  along  set  bank  to  l., 
where  he  makes  a  stand  and  stabs  two  or  three.  All  threaten  him ,  and  he 
leaps  off  the  end  of  the  bank ,  l.  u.  e.  Benko  tries  to  go  up  c.,  all  prevent 
him  with  their  swords  before  him.) 

Scene  closes  in ,  quick. 

SCENE  II. —  Wood ,  in  1st  grooves. 

Enter  Countess  and  Leschwitz,  r. 

Countess.  Not  so  affectionate,  lest  the  King  comes. 

Lesch.  I  am  not  anxious  to  lose  my  purse,  but  I  would  give  it  to  be 
the  first  to  know  what  time  he  is  going  to  be  a  husband. 

Count.  With  the  hope  that  I  shall  not  be  the  wife.  Oh,  Count,  I  must 
have  for  my  husband  some  one  particular. 

Lesch.  Oh  !  I  am  very  particular.  But  I  know  that  you  don’t  care  for 
me.  [goes  l.)  I  don’t  deserve  such  an  honor. 

Enter  King  Wenzel,  r. 

King.  What !  flirting  with  the  juvenile  Count,  sweet  Countess  !  Stand 
on  one  side,  (to  Leschwitz,  who  skips  away  briskly)  We  would  not  have 
our  warm  affection  frozen  by  the  snow  of  your  beard.  Happy  Countess, 
who  can  command  the  adoration  of  the  grandfather  who  would  better  be 
at  home  imbibing  his  possets  and  toasting  his  shins.  But  extend  your 
rule.  You  are  the  sweetest  lady  in  the  land,  and  the  only  one  whose 
sovereignty  over  my  subjects  I  cannot  begrudge. 

Count.  Your  Majesty - 

Wenzel.  I  am  but  the  lieutenant  under  you. 

Count.  The  king  does  not  cease  to  reign. 

Wenz,  Yet  he  could  trust  you  to  reign  over  him. 

Count.  Your  Majesty  does  me  too  much  honor  to  talk  so  highly  of 
me. 

Wenz.  I  like  you  thus.  We  must  not  lose  you  from  our  court.  Why 
did  you  not  marry  Count  Rainault  as  we  proposed  ? 
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Count.  Because  I  would  not. 

Wenz.  ’Sdcath,  and  why  would  you  not? 

Count.  Because  I  do  not  like  him. 

Wenz.  Not  like  him  !  And  why  don’t  you  like  him  ? 

Count.  Because  I  can’t  love  him. 

Wenz.  Then  you  shan’t  love  him  !  I  will  lay  his  head  at  your  feet  ! 
But— why  won’t  you  love  him  1  Is  he  not  the  handsomest  fellow  in  my 
kingdom  ? 

Count.  I  don’t  like  him  ! 

Wenz.  Disobey  my  orders.  Do  you  expect  me  to  marry  you  myself  ? 
You  shall  marry  him. 

Count.  ( laughs  a  long  peal  of  merry  defiant  laughter ).  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  will 
not. 

Wenz.  Do  you  love  any  one  else  ? 

Count.  That  might  be  ! 

Wenz,  Tell  me  his  name  !  and  I’ll  have  my  bloodhounds  tear  him  to 

pieces  ! 

Lesch.  (in  terror ).  It  is  not  me,  my  liege  ! 

Count.  He  has  no  fear,  or  I  would  marry  none  but  him. 

Wenz.  Tell  me  his  name  !  my  dogs  thirst  for  a  bleeding. 

Count.  They  will  not  touch  him. 

Wenz.  What  mockery  is  this  ?  why  not  ?  • 

Count.  They  obey  no  voice  but  his.  (locks  tenderly  at  Wenzel.) 

Wenz.  Enchantress  !  I  was  wrong  to  commands  You  shall  not  marry 
Count  Rainault. 

Count.  In  other  matters,  the  King  will  find  me  more  obedient  to  his 
commands. 

Wenz.  I  hope  your  husband  will,  madam. 

Count.  May  I  go,  now  ? 

Wenz.  Do  I  oppose  your  wishes  ?  By  the  way,  do  you  still  live  in 
that  little  chateau  out  of  the  town  ? 

Count.  Yes. 

Wenz.  May  I  see  you  there  ? 

Count.  Oh,  your  Majesty,  what  would  the  world  say  ? 

Wenz.  You  care  for  it,  I  do  not. 

Count.  It  is  best  to  have  but  few  friends. 

Wenz.  You  have  no  need  to  have  friend  or  foe — when  the  King  loves 
you.  Farewell  till  we  meet  in  your  house,  awaiting  the  time  when  a 
palace  will  surround  you.  ( kisses  her  hand)  Lesch witz,  go  with  her,  and 
—  be  a  father  to  her  !  ( exeunt  Countess  and  Leschwitz,  l.)  What  a  lovely 
woman  she  is !  one  to  win  a  king  and  lose  a  kingdom  ! 

Shouts  of  Many  Voices  (off  l.  and  at  back).  After  him  !  after  him ! 
stop  him  !  Seize  the  murderer  ! 

L  Wenz.  What  fiend’s  uproar  is  this  at  our  very  doors  ? 

Enter  Courtier,  l. 

Courtier.  Your  Majesty  !  the  pleasures  of  the  festival  have  been  broken 
by  a  student  of  Nurnberg,  who  has  slain  a  noble  Bohemian  !  The  peo¬ 
ple  are  in  hot  pursuit  of  the  murderer. 

Wenz.  Fire  and  fury !  Now,  the  devil  take  all  the  saints  if  they  do 
not  deal  out  justice  for  this  outrage. 

Courtier.  Look  how  he  flies! 

Wenz.  Why,  the  beast  is  clad  like  a  lord.  He  is  marvellous  light  of 
foot,  (exit  Courtier,  l.)  Ha!  they  gain  on  him.  (to  l.)  Seize  him  !  seize 
him  !  are  all  of  ye^afraid  ?  to  the  river  !  Ah  !  he  is  now  a  prisoner  !  nay 
—he  has  leaped  into  the  stream  !  Good  lad  !  brave  murderer  !  After 
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him,  after  him!  what?  can  none  of  ye  swim?  But  you  shall,  though, 
or  drown  !  [Bushes  off, \  l. 

Scene  changes  to 

SCENE  III. — Exterior  of  Steinhertz’s  house ,  in  Hh  grooves.  Sunset . 

Enter ,  l.  u.  e.,  Markitta  and  Nurse. 

Nurse.  No  more  venturing  out  for  me.  I  shall  be  content  to  remain 
here,  though  a  prisoner  forever. 

Mark.  Would  I  were  like  thee,  mother,  but  I  have  my  father’s  spirit. 
Nevertheless  I  have  seen  all  that  I  wished  to  see. 

Nurse.  We  had  all  eyes  upon  us.  I  am  sure  that  that  gentleman  has 
seen  you  before. 

Mark.  Not  to  remark  me.  But  I  had  seen  him  before.  But  the  July 
sun  would  only  scorch  up  the  flowers  that  thrive  in  tearful  April.  (Nurse 
goes  to  r.  d.)  I  was  born  to  dwell  in  the  gloom  of  winter. 

Shouts  of  many  voices  at  bach  and  l  ,  as  if  approaching ,  thus  managed .  Six 
voices:  “After  him — now  we  have  him!  Ten  voices  :  “Seize  him! 
seize  him  !  Ah,  ah  !”  All :  “  Upon  him!  Down  with  him  !  Down 
with  the  murderer  !  Ah  ! 

Mark,  [in  gateway).  What  noise  is  that?  What  mean  those  shouts 
here  'l 

Nurse.  They  follow  us  ! 

Mark.  No,  no  !  it  is  a  man  !  they  loathe  us,  but  would  not  chase  us 
into  our  own  burrow.  See  him  fly  !  wonld  I  could  lend  him  strength,  I 
have  felt  pity  for  the  poorTiuuted  deer — and  now  would  I  have  less  for 
this  human  stag  !  Ah !  it  is  he  !  ( shouts  much  louder)  He  turns  upon 
them  !  Oh  !  he  is  lost ! 

Nurse  [screams).  Oh  ! 

Mark.  No,  no,  he  is  up  again!  He  tends  this  way.  [ louder )  Here, 
here  !  save  yourself ! 

Enter  Henrico,  l.  u.  e.,  as  if  exhausted ,  with  drawn  sword* 


Tis  he  ! 

Enter ,  l  u.  e.,  Marquart,  Courtiers  and  Citizens.  They  try  to  strike 
Henrico.  He  fal  s  in  the  gateway ,  where  Markitta  drags  him  in  by 
seizing  him  under  the  armpits ,  assisted  by  Nurse.  Tableau . 

Mark.  Back  !  King’s  privilege  !  Back  !  This  is  a  royal  sanctuary, 
where  none  dare  enter  !  ( all  recede .  Picture.) 

SLOW  curtain. 


ACT  IT. 

SCENE. — Interior  of  Steinhertz’s  house ,  a  room  and  balcony  overlooking 
fields  in  4 th  grooves.  Night.  Gas  down  in  u.  e.  r.,  and  l. 

Discover  Markitta  seated  l.  c.,  watching  Henrico  asleep  on  sofa  l.  c.  front . 
A  German  song  is  sung  in  sotto-voce  by  men' s  voices  at  back. 
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Mark.  It  is  time  he  woke,  for  his  hour  is  almost  at  hand.  I  am  like 
a  witch  who  has  inspired  a  puppet:  I  give  him  life  but  for  it  to  be  taken 
away  again.  I  hear  in  my  heart  two  voices.  “Awake!”  one  of  them 
says,  “awake,  and  prepare  for  your  death  !”  And  the  other,  “Awake 
no  more  !  but  try  to  find  in  sleep  that  death  which  is  no  more  than  a 
sleep  !” 

Voices  ( at  bach).  Come  out !  Thrust  him  out ! 

Mark.  He  dees  not  hear  those  voices.  They  too  have  kept  sleepless 
watch  throughout  the  long  night,  but  their’ s  is  a  vigil  of  hate,  whilst 
mine — yes,  1  may  say  it  over  him  who  will  so  soon  be  a  corpse — mine 
was  a  watch  of  love.  Beset  with  enemies,  what  hope  is  there  to  baffle 
them  and  shield  him  ?  And,  alas  !  even  could  I  offer  him  his  safety, 
would  he  accept  it  from  such  hands  as  mine  ?  And  yet,  as  death  may  be 
dealt  by  the  meanest,  most  despised  of  creatures,  why  should  one  refuse 
life  from  any  hand  ?  How  restlessly  he  sleeps.  He  smiles  !  I  know  he 
has  dreams  of  her  !  For  love  he  must  live.  My  father's  potions  have 
but  half  done  the  work — the  rest  is  by  his  yearning  for  the  lovely  Coun¬ 
tess.  I  shall  never  be  in  his  good  graces  but  a  stepping-stone  to  her! 
(rises)  Alas !  the  curse  of  my  birth  never  fell  upon  me  till  now  ?  My 
father  will  have  saved  him,  but  the  peace  of  my  heart  is  lost  forever. 

Shouts  (as  before).  Turn  him  out  to  us ! 

Mark.  I  must  wake  him  !  Sir  !  sir  ! 

Hex.  (half  rises  and  stares  around).  Where  am  I  ?  I  have  been  dream¬ 
ing  !  ( sits  up)  What  sweet  vision  are  you  1  What  sumptuous  room  am  I 
now  sheltered  by  'l  I  am  dazed  and  strangely  bewildered.  Is  it  some 
deception,  or  am  I  in  my  senses  1  Yet  it  seems  that  I  live  and  breathe. 
I  know  not  you — nor  this  place.  Lady,  I  fear  that  my  brain  wanders. 
How  I  came  here,  and  what  has  brought  me,  is  clean  lost  to  me.  Whose 
house  is  this  ? 

Mark.  ( sidly ).  Do  not  ask. 

Hen.  Wha.t  is  your  name  ? 

Mark.  I  have  none. 

Hen.  And  your  family  ? 

Mark.  It  is  nameless. 

Hen.  You  but  deepen  the  clouds  of  the  enigma.  Let  me  see  !  Your 
face  is  vaguely  visible  in  my  late  dreams.  Have  I  not  remembrance  of— 
a  race  for  life — I  sought  for  refuge,  and  you  saved  me.  Ah !  (rises)  I  am 
in  the  Countess  Blanka’s  house. 

Mark.  This  is  my  father’s  house.  I  know  the  lady  by  her  name,  but 
this  is  quite  another  place,  (rises.) 

Hen.  I  remember  now — you  saved  me,  gave  me  shelter,  (he  is  very  weak 
and  can  hardly  stand.  He  goes  to  n.  table  and  leans  on  it.) 

Mark.  Yes,  you  were  hunted  to  our  door,  and  I  dragged  you  in.  Do 
you  not  remember  that  ? 

Hen.  Yes.  But  why  was  I  hunted — and  by  whom  ? 

Mark.  A  throng  of  dusty,  breathless  men,  hot-foot  for  murder,  follow¬ 
ed  in  your  track. 

Hen.  No,  lady,  I  do  not  recall  the  reason. 

Mark.  Three  days  ago,  you  slew  a  Bohemian. 

Hen.  Aye  !  I  remember  !  It  was  at  the  feast  !  A  fellow  insulted  me, 
and  on  the  first  word,  whipped  me  out  his  rapier,  and  fell  upon  me. 

Mark.  You  slew  him. 

Ken.  Yes — he  scarcely  gave  me  time  to  draw— and  then  i’faitli !  I  ran 
him  through. 

Mark.  Alas  !  you  know  not  the  consequences  of  that  act. 

Hen.  (laughing).  No  man  knows  the  consequences  more  than  I.  No 
sooner  had  the  knave  fallen  than  the  whole  town  rose  and  hunted  me 
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like  a  deer.  I  had  better  have  had  a  wasp-nest  about  ray  ears.  I  plunged 
into  the  river,  but  that  seemed  not  to  cool  their  ardor.  In  brief,  weary 
and  footsore,  I  was  overtaken  and  beaten  down  at  your  doorway — no 
more  I  know  but  that  your  arms  seemed  raised  to  shield  me.  ’Twas  time. 

( sits  at  r.  table)  Three  days  ago,  you  say  ?  three  ages  !  and  I  have  passed 
that  time  buried  in  sleep !  how  strange. 

Mark,  (abide).  How  can  L  tell  him  ?  (aloud) .  You  have  been  wounded, 
too. 

Hen.  Ah  !  (feels  his  breast )  no  doubt.  But  I  must  go.  Three  days! 
How  can  I  keep  the  appointment. 

Mark,  (goes  up  c.).  Look!  (Henrico  goes  up  c.) 

Voices  (at  back).  Ah  !  (in  hate  and  exultation.) 

Hen.  Who  are  they? 

Mark.  They  wait  for  you.  The  officers  of  justice.  You  must  forget 
your  countess. 

Hen.  I  killed  the  fellow  in  fair  fight. 

Mark.  But  you  a  stranger,  have  slain  a  Bohemian — your  life  is  forfeit. 

Hen.  ( feels  for  his  sword).  Ha  !  why  don't  they  enter? 

Mark,  (hesitatingly).  Because  this  is  a  house  of  refuge — a  place  of 
sanctuary",  where  even  the  King  himself  cannot  come  to  drag  you  out  be¬ 
fore  the  hour. 

Shouts  (as  before).  Bring  him  out !  Ha  ! 

Hen.  You  say,  the  King  himself  cannot  come  here  before  the  hour  of 
sanctuary  passes.  What  is  this  house  where  power  of  a  monarch  is  pal¬ 
sied  on  the  threshold  ?  1  seem  not  yet  to  have  emerged  from  the  realm 

of  dreams,  and  hear  these  strange  words  as  one  might  listen  to  the  folk 
of  tableland.  Is  this  a  holy  building  1 

Mark.  My  father  is  not  a  churchman,  but  he  stands  between  the 
church  and  the  grave. 

Hen.  What  is  your  father  I  Who  is  he  that  kings  durst  not  intrude 
upon.  Your  father  ? 

Mark.  He  is  the  headsman. 

Hen.  The  headsman!  (falls  into  chair  by  table  r.,  and  rests  his  arm  on 
the  table.) 

Mark  Scorn  me  not ! 

Hen.  There  is  no  room  in  my  puzzled  head  for  scorn.  Tell  me — I  do 
not  dream — you  said,  you  rescued  me,  that  your  father  is  the  executioner, 
that  men  wait  without  a-thirst  to  have  my  life  !  Is  all  this  real  ? 

Mark.  Yes,  my  father  has  saved  your  life — 1  have  watched  you  all  these 
nights.  Alas,  yes,  your  life  is  forfeit.  My  father,  whose  art  has  saved 
your  ife  to  day,  must  perhaps  sever  your  head  from  the  body  on  the 
block  to-morrow  ! 

Hen  I  will  appeal  to  the  King. 

Mark.  (c.).  Alas,  he  is  merciless  ! 

Hen.  Then,  is  there  no  escape  I  (Markitta  shakes  her  head  despairingly) 
Is  there  no  outlet  by  which  I  can  evade  them  ?  No  secret  hiding-place 
contrived  in  the  walls,  where  I  may  lie  till  they  have  left  the  house,  hope¬ 
less  ?  Oh,  I  must  not  die  !  1  have  so  much  to  live  for  !  Find  me  some 
dungeon,  yea,  a  prison,  where  I  may  dwell  secure  from  search,  for  I  must 
live — you  hear  me,  I  am  too  young— 1  may  be  too  happy  so  to  die  ! 

Mark.  There  is  none  !  no,  no. 

Hen.  Give  me  a  weapon,  I  will  go  out  and  meet  them  (rises.) 

Mark.  One  man,  weak,  lost  beforehand,  against  a  host — look  out 
again  ! 

Hen.  Is  there  no  help  I 

Mark,  None.  I  would  give  my  life  to  make  you  liappy  ? 

Hen.  Yet  I  must  live  !  My  honor  !  If  1  do  not  go,  I  must  forget 
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that!  and  death  is  not  so  hitter.  What  have  you  done  while  I  lay  ill — - 
you  say  your  father  healed,  me — but  his  drugs  have  preyed  upon  my  heart 
— you  have  stilled  all  manhood  in  me  !  ( animatedly ,  but  hoarse  os  if  his 
voice  wet, *  affected  by  his  weakness)  Dalilah  !  while  1  slept,  you  have  shorn 
me  of  my  strength  !  And  now  you  cry:  “  The  Philistines  he  on  you  ! ” 
Grive  me  a  sword  !  help — help  !  (Maukitta  comes  to  suppoit  him .  He  re¬ 
pulses  her  an l  staggers  to  chair  by  table  L.J  Don’t  touch  me  ! 

Mark.  Yes.  It  is  our  common  lot.  That’s  right,  loathe  me — repel 
me.  I  am  used  to  that !  It  is  your  kindness  that  would  more  wound 
me.  I  know  that  my  company  is  disgrace,  my  touch  contamination. 

Hen.  Duly,  forgive  me. 

Mark.  I  do  not  ask  your  pity.  You  do  not  know  how  pity  is  no 
lighteuer  of  our  griefs.  We  here  must  shun  the  daylight,  and  only  in 
the  twilight  creep  out  into  places  deserted  by  .  mankind.  Rather  should 
I  pity  you  !  for  you  are  hopeless,  and  we  are  broken  to  our  chains,  and 
there  are  hours  when  we  do  not  feel  their  weight. 

Hen.  Your  voice  is  like  all  women’s — in  its  notes  sweet  hope  doth 
ever  find  an  echo.  You  preach  to  me  that  death  is  nigh  and  to  avoid  it 
impossible,  and  still  I  cling  to  life,  confident  that  it  will  guard  me  from 
its  enemies.  Oh,  if  you  knew  how  to  redeem  his  word,  a  man  may  be  so 
base  that  scarcely  cau  he  recognize  himself.  I  have  promised,  and  I 
cannot  keep  my  word,  unless  l  take  to  the  air  like  a  bat  or  tunnel  in  the 
ground,  a  coward  mole,  beneath  or  far  above  mine  enemies.  So  could  I 
cower-— lost  to  honor  to  save  that  honor!  The  summons  of  the  Judge 
awaits  me,  and  I  seek  to  flee  from  His  eye.  Your  father’s  cares  have 
saved  me,  but  to  be  lost  again.  Spare  me  !  I  am  but  a  wounded  man, 
who  has  fallen  into  the  power  of  banditti!  Surely  there  is  some  loop¬ 
hole  from  this  red  future  ?  Awful  task,  to  try  to  meet  one’s  death  with 
patience  when  never  did  I  have  more  dire  need  to  live.  It  would  be 
nothing,  were  I  still  a  man  !  But  your  father’s  medicines  have  weakened 
my  courage,  destroyed  my  vigor,  deprived  me  of  my  wits  !  I  must  die — 
O.i,  let  me  die  a  man  !  ( falls  on  one  knee  to  Markitta.  Hoarsely)  A  man ! 
[hangs  his  head  and  arms  as  if  exhausted.) 

Mark.  Oh,  sir!  ( tearfully ,  reluctantly)  There  is— one  chance. 

Hen.  [springs  to  his  feet).  One  chance  !  Oh,  name  it? 

Mark.  I  do  not  dare. 

Hen.  Ah  !  [falls  into  chair  at  r.  table)  it  is  dishonorable? 

Mark.  Yes. 

Hen.  [wildly).  Don’t  tempt  me  now  !  [lets  his  head  fall  on  his  arms  on  the 
table.  In  a  broken  voice)  Don’t  tempt  me  now  ! 

Mark.  Dishonor  in  silence  is  not  so  keen. 

Hen.  What  did  you  say  ?  that  there  was  one  chance?  Say  it — unless 
it  is  some  mockery  to  a  dying  man.  ( lifts  his  head.) 

Mark.  A  dying  man  !  [sadly.) 

Hen.  What  better  ami!  a  narrow  plank  but  keeps  the  bloodhounds 
from  me  !  Why  let  me  linger  in  my  agony  !  unbar  the  door — set  free 
the  casement !  all  will  be  ended  the  sooner.  Yet  you  said,  there  is  one 
chance  ? 

Mark.  To  save  your  life,  you  must  become  the  Headsman’s  bond  ! 

Hen.  What  is  that  ? 

Mark.  One  who  of  liis  own  free  will  devotes  himself  to  my  father’s 
‘office. 

Hen.  A  headsman  ! 

Merk.  That  3tou  may  live  ! 

Hen.  Oh,  this  is  worse  than  death  ! 

Mark.  Not  worse  than  death  !  The  hour  is  nearly  struck.  Upon  the 
headsman’s  successor  alone  the  King  cannot  lay  his  hand,  and  his  officers 
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will  shrink  appalled.  It  is  to  save  your  life  !  What  will  you  lose  ?  You 
are  a  stranger  in  the  town,  here  your  name  will  never  be  known,  this 
house  is  a  tomb  whence  you  will  never  go,  and  no  one  will  know  of 
your  station. 

Hen.  None  but  myself ;  and  to  an  honest  man,  self-consciousness  of 
shame  is  the  greatest  wound  of  all ! 

Mark.  Am  I  so  vile  a  thing  1  Did  I  not  watch  by  your  side,  and  nurse 
you  all  these  long  hours?  Am  1  less  than  woman?  Yes  I — lam  the 
headsman’s  daughter!  Take  your  road  to  safety — you  have  but  two 
minutes  to  decide. 

Hen.  You  know  not  what  you  urge  ! 

Mark,  {more  and  more  warmly).  My  father  will  spare  you  from  the 
duties  of  your  office.  After  a  while,  your  crime  will  be  forgotten,  and, 
who  knows?  trust  to  me  to  find  some  way  to  freedom.  All !  they  pity 
the  parricide  led  out  to  die,  but  they  have  none  for  the  headsman  and  his 
daughter  !  Hark  !  the  hour  has  come. 

Voices  (at  back).  Holloa  !  the  headsmen  !  where  is  the  prisoner  ! 

Mark.  'Tis  time  !  you  must  decide.  In  another  moment,  not  even  my 
life  could  save  you  ! 

Voice  of  Steiniiertz  ( off  at  back ,  l.  side).  Back  !  the  time  is  not  yet 

up  ! 

Mark.  There  is  my  father  !  He  comes  for  your  answer,  (c ) 

Enter  Steinuertz,  l.  d.* 

Stein.  Young  sir,  you  have  slept  long.  I  wish  you  a  better  waking. 
Have  you  told  him  ?  {to  Maiikitta.) 

Mark.  Yes. 

Stein.  What  is  his  answer  ? 

Mark.  I  know  not  yet. 

Hen.  I  have  sought  sanctuary  in  your  house.  You  have  protected  me, 
healed  me — I  thank  you  as  a  brother.  ( gives  Steiniiertz  his  hand.) 

Stein,  {with  emotion,  wipes  away  a  tear).  For  twenty  years,  I  have  not 
felt  a  friendly  grip  of  the  hand.  This  young  man  shall  not  die  !  You 
have  heard  how  you  may  escape.  They  wait  without  for  your  decision. 

Hen.  Yes. 

Stein.  Well? 

Hen.  Wait  a  moment. 

Stein.  There  is  no  time.  When  a  deadly  thrust  is  aimed  at  your  breast, 
what  need  to  take  time  to  ward  it  off  ? 

Hen.  {piteously).  Hunted  like  a  dog - 

Stein.  You  cannot  delay  the  orders  of  the  King.  He  hates  all  foreign¬ 
ers,  and  even  I  can  no  longer  stay  them. 

Hen.  To  be  blotted  out  from  humanity - 

Stein,  (sarcasticallij).  A  pretty  loss,  in  faith  !  Speak  !  would  you  have 
me  counsel  you  to  go  to  them. 

Voices  (at  back).  The  time  is  up  !  Where  is  the  prisoner  !  A-a-a-ah  ! 

Stein.  Those  are  the  voices  of  your  fellowmen  !  Sweet  to  the  ear  ! 
If  you  were  to  go  to  the  churchyard  and  lift  up  your  voice  to  the  encof- 
lined  dead  and  speak  to  the  mouldering  bonns  for  mercy,  I  would  call 
you  a  far  wiser  man  than  I  think  you  now.  When  the  world  smiles  upon 
you,  you  accept  its  criticism,  but  when  it  despises  you,  look  iuto  your 
heart  and  rely  upon  the  judgment  there. 

IIen.  I  know  not  what  to  say. 

*  Henrico,  by  table.  Steiniiertz.  Markitta. 

r.  c.  c.  l.  c. 
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Stein.  Believe  me,  you  shall  know  all  my  craft.  He  that  can  kill,  can 
cure.  I  am  known  throughout  the  land  as  a  skilled  leech.  When  the 
grandees  are  ill,  aud  their  physicians  and  doctors  fail  them,  they  send  for 
me,  and  in  the  dead  of  night,  they  know  me  for  what  I  am.  You  shall 
be  my  pupil,  and  on  you  shall  fall  my  mantle.  You  will  be  a  famed  doc¬ 
tor,  aud  the  high  will  reward  you,  and  the  poor  bless  you  !  Well,  have 
you  decided  ? 

Mark.  You  must.  I  will  speak  for  him.  Father,  he  accepts  !  (Stein- 
hertz  goes  up;) 

Voices  (at  back).  Now,  now  !  turn  him  out  to  us  !  Ali-ah  !  the  prison¬ 
er  !  the  time  is  passed. 

Hen.  (wildly).  Wliat  do  these  wolves  want  ?  (Steinhertz  gets  the  sword 

up  R.) 

Stein.  Your  blood!  (Markitta  l.  c.  front.) 

Hen.  I  will  have  their’s !  It  shall  be  no  sinecure!  (c.)  My  sluggish 
heart  leaps  up  again !  I  feel  as  if  the  blood  of  kings  ran  through  my 
veins,  and  hotly  resented  outrage  !  Let  them  beware  when  I  shall  wield 
a  weapon. 

Stein.  Come  here,  friend,  (lifts  the  sword.) 

Hen.  What  want  you  ? 

Stein.  Kneel  down  !  (Henrico  kneels  on  one  knee)  Hinko  shall  be  your 
name  !  You  shall  wield  this  blade  for  the  King  without  mercy  and 
without  hate.  Pity  shall  not  cramp  you  or  revenge  hasten  your  stroke. 
This  house  shall  be  your  grave,  beyond  which  you  must  never  stir  ex¬ 
cept  to  deal  out  death  to  the  condemned,  (strikes  Henrico  on  the  left 
shoulder ,  as  in  dubbing  a  knight.  Goes  up  to  balcony.  Henrico  rises)  Offi¬ 
cers  of  Justice,  you  have  no  hold  on  him — of  his  own  free  will,  he  has 
become  my  bond  ! 

Voices  (in  disappointment).  Ah! 

A  few  Voices.  The  headsman’s  bond  ! 

All.  The  headsman’s  bond  !  (Henrico  staggers  and  falls  at  full  length. 
Markitta  bends  towards  him  with  clasped  hands.  Steimiertz  leans  his  two 
hands  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword ,  and  looks  at  Henrico  with  a  grim  smile ,  up  c.) 

quick  curtain. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — Same  as  Act  II.  The  furniture  is  changed  in  position.  Gas 
down.  A  lighted  lamp  on  r.  table . 

Discover  Henrico  with  his  sword  (of  Act  ls£,  that  is  to  say,  a  duplicate  to 
break)  in  his  hand. 

Henrico.  Let  me  reflect.  I  must  accept  my  destiny.  Do  I  pay  too 
dearly  for  my  re-purchased  life  I  I  have  but  exchanged  the  existence 
of  the  tomb  of  death  for  a  living  seclusion.  No  more  shall  I  seek  to 
realize  in  joyous  company  the  dreams  of  youth,  but  shrink  from  the  eye 
of  passers-by,  into  the  corner  here  most  remote  from  the  window.  Ah  ! 
my  sword,  though  you  were  bravely  borne  in  former  days,  and  have  well 
earned  a  right  to  be  my  heart-side  friend,  I  must  know  your  spotless 
blade  no  more.  The  glaive  I  wield  will  be  that  of  a  human  angel  of  jus¬ 
tice — its  groove  red  with  the  gore  of  criminals— to  you,  farewell  !  (kisses 
sword)  But  if  my  hand  can  grasp  your  faithful  hilt  no  longer,  no  man 
shall  wield  you  from  this  night  forth  forever  !  ( breaks  sword  on  his  kneet 
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and  throws  pieces  r.,  comes  down  to  table  it.)  Ah  !  {takes  up  letter  from  table) 
a  letter — from  home — from  my  mother.  “To  Henrico!’  {sighs  deeply 
and  passes  his  hand  across  his  forehead)  Ah  !  such  a  man  was  !  but  I  know 
him  not.  I  must  destroy  it!  lest  in  some  unguarded  moment  it  betray 
me  to  the  world,  {thrusts  letter  into  bosom  of  his  doublet)  Cut  off  from  home, 
and  not  daring  to  hope  for  another  home  than  this  grim  house  of  ghastly 
mysteries  !  Is  there  another  man  on  all  the  face  of  this  wide  earth,  who 
may  not  think  of  home,  and  mother,  nor  of  sweetheart  !  Ah  !  that  fair 
image,  who  even  yet  pierces  the  black  night  of  my  future  like  a  star — I 
must  not  cherish  hopes  seen  in  the  gleaming  of  her  beauty.  ( sits  at  r. 
table,  back  tinned  to  l.)  I  cannot  seek  you  to  ask  your  forgiveness.  You 
will  never  know  me  now — save  at  my  worst — unless  my  words,  impelled 
by  the  fierce  fluid  of  my  soul  should  haste  to  find  her.  Lost,  lost !  I 
know  my  fate  !  (Jiang s  his  head  dispirited .) 

Enter  Markitta,  by  secret  door ,  formed  by  the  female  portrait ,  l,  She  has  a 
lighted  lamp .  She  puts  it  on  table  up  l.,  and.comcs  across  to  r.  c. 

Markitta  (aside).  He  is  alone  !  Peace,  my  heart,  and  do  not  betray 
me ! 

Hen.  ( lifts  his  head ,  surprised).  Markitta  I  how  did  you  enter  ?  Not  by 
that  door  ? 

Mark,  {smiles).  No — there  is  a  secret  way — but  you  must  not  ask  me 
to  betray  it.  (aside)  He  is  thinking  of  her !  {aloud)  You  know  the  worst 
of  our  dreary  life,  but  I  have  not  told  you  all.  My  father  was  a  noble  ; 
she  whom  I  call  my  mother  is  but  so  in  name.  I  will  come  often  to 
you,  with  news  of  the  outer  world.  There,  in  that  portrait,  is  the  secret 
door.  It  leads  to  a  l.ttle  chapel  in  the  wall,  which  my  father  built  for 
us.  Its  door  opens  on  the  road.  The  key  is  not  beyond  my  reach. 
{smiles  archly)  Some  day  you  may  be  let  use  it. 

Hen.  Where  could  I  go  that  I  would  not  still  be  under  the  ban  ? 

Mark.  Shared,  is  not  the  yoke  the  lighter  ?  There  can  be  walks  in 
the  night,  when  the  air  is  purer  than  by  day,  and  the  noisy  babble  of  the 
town  is  hushed  in  slumber. 

Hen.  Why  go  where  one’s  own  thoughts  would  follow,  and  nothing 
else  speak  to  you  ? 

Mark.  You  know  much  of  the  world  that  I  have  never  seen.  Tell 
me  of  it.  Then,  in  return,  I  will  be  so  good  a  listener.  We  will  speak 
of  her  ! 

Hen.  What !  do  you  know  of  thatl 

Mark.  You  need  not  name  her.  I  have  seen  the  lady — admired  her 
beauty.  Yet,  in  this  house,  it  might  be  better  not  to  harbor  tormenting 
visions.  Her  life  is  one  of  glitter — here  we  dwell  in  gloom.  That  lady 
is  the  last  person  who  would  suspect  that  here  you  lived.  So,  you 
cease  thinking  of  her — banish  the  wishes  that  can  never  be  gratified, 
and  live  in  peace,  Hinko. 

Hen.  Would  you  rob  the  martyr  of  his  stake,  when  the  flames  en¬ 
shroud  him  !  Let  her  love  consume  me.  I  wish  no  better  end. 

Mark,  (aside).  How  he  loves  her. 

Hen.  What  will  she  think — who  asked  and  finds  no  answer.  She  will 
believe  me  forsworn.  I  am  dying  with  shame,  (rises)  I  ought  to  go  to 
her. 

Mark.  Could  you  speak  freely  to  her  with  this  new  world  round  your 
heart  ?  {aside)  He  does  not  hear  me,  or,  hearing,  heed.  Shall  I  gather 
flowers  to  deck  her  nuptial  couch,  and  my  own  grave  !  Oh,  Markitta ! 
how  love  makes  coward  slaves  of  women.  I  could  cull  the  blossoms  to 
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strew  the  ground  beneath  her  feet!  Yet,  yet— he  seems  so  unhappy. 
Perhaps  it  would  comfort  him  !  (Henrico  crosses  to  l.) 

IIen.  And  yet  I  cannot  go! 

Mark.  No  !  But  write  your  message.  I  will  go. 

Hen.  You  would  do  this  for  me.  ( crosses  to  r.  of  Markitta,  at  c.) 
What  an  unselfish  thing  is  bright-eyed  friendship ! 

Mark,  {softly).  Do  you  not  think  that  love  can  be  unselfish  too  ] 
(Henrico  sits  at  r.  table,  and  writes)  Give  me  the  message. 

Hen.  Ask  to  see  her. 

Mark.  I  will  see  her.  Hinko,  let  me  give  you  some  advice.  Do  not 
come  often  to  this  room.  It  is  not  safe.  We  sometimes  have  a  great 
visitor  here. 

Hen.  ( scaling  letter).  What  reason  have  I  to  fear  the  mightiest,  now.  I 
am  too  mean  for  notice,  {gives  letter  to  Markitta.) 

Mark,  {aside).  All  his  thoughts  are  for  her.  Oh,  in  what  a  fool’s 
paradise  I  have  lived.  ( cdoud )  And  yet,  is  it  so  wise  to  build  your  enemy 
a  bridge  over  the  stream  that  you  had  safely  crossed.  Let  all  your 
memories  of  her  remain  pn  the  farther  bank,  Hinko,  and  do  not  write  to 
her. 

Hen.  Pshaw  !  you  reason  like  one  who  has  never  loved.  The  roots 
are  buried  too  deep  for  plucking  out;  they  resist,  or,  breaking,  rankle 
within  the  heart,  and  cause  the  torture  of  a  life-time  !  Give  her  this 
word  from  me,  and  tell  her  why  I  could  not  keep  the  tryst  !  Speak 
eloquently,  as  perchance  you  may  have  need  some  day  that  your  lover 
should  discourse  to  you. 

Mark.  Alas  !  no  one  will  ever  seek  to  penetrate  the  dark  clouds  of 
my  life.  W.ho  could  love  me  or  care  for  me  ?  I  shall  pass  away  with¬ 
out  a  friend. 

Hen.  Nay,  nay.  There  is  a  melancholy  in  your  tone  that  convinces 
me  that  you  have  loved. 

Mark.  If  so,  I  love  no  more.  My  hopes  are  buried,  who  knows  1  be¬ 
neath  the  happiness  of  others. 

Hen.  They  may  grow  up  through  them  !  Hope  is  not  so  easily  sup¬ 
pressed. 

Mark.  Go  on. 

Hen.  I?  Well,  tell  her  I  love  her — I  am  in  misery,  to  see  her!  you 
are  charged  with  my  heart,  my  honor — all  for  her  !  Stay !  can  you  go 
through  the  town  without  being  recognized  I 

Mark.  Yes..  A  lad  who  died  in  our  house,  left  me  his  clothes.  In 
that  garb,  I  often  wander  in  the  meadows,  and  look  upon  the  life  from 
which  I  am  debarred,  (in  a  lighter  lone)  I  shall  not  be  long  in  doing  your 
errand. 

Hen.  And  will  go  again  1 

Mark.  Again,  and  still  again!  So  often  that  my  light  footsteps  will 
h  ave  the  track  of  my  devotion  to  you.  Be  of  good  cheer,  Hinko,  I  will 
serve  you  faith  fiiTly.  [2&nf,  secret  door  L.,  with  lamp. 

Hen.  I  wonder  that  I  should  have  found  such  a  thing  as  friendship 
here. 

Enter  Steinhertz,  l.  d. 

Steinrertz.  Ah !  Hinko,  you  are  talking  to  yourself.  Are  you  com¬ 
plaining  ? 

Hen.  No,  master!  You  healed  up  my  wound,  and  since  you  have 
treated  me  as  kindly  as  a  father.  I  thank  you  much,  {gives  his  hand.) 

Stein.  You  are  half  my  son.  I  never  thought  that  I  should  love  a 
man  again,  and  then  it  would  not  be  more  than  I  love  jtou.  You  have 
valiantly  received  your  change  of  life,  and,  if  it  is  in  my  power,  that 
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shall  not. go  unrewarded  to  you.  Come,  I  will  tell  you  the  story  of  my 
life,  sadder  than  your  own.  I  was  proud  with  my  eighteen  generations 
of  ancestors,  hovering  in  my  strong  castle  above  the  flock  of  timid  villages 
beneath.  I  had  a  friend,  and  a  darling  wife.  X  loved  them,  I  was  happy. 
One  day,  no  wife’s  voice  responded  to  my  call.  My  friend  and  my  wife 
had  fled  together.  I  pursued  them,  and  I  found  them,  locked  in  one 
another’s  arms.  I  stabbed  him  to  the  heart,  and  left  her  there  enfolded 
in  disgrace.  That  man  was  the  cousin  of  the  Emperor.  Had  he  slain 
me  as  I  killed  him,  he  Avould  have  gone  unpunished,  but  he  was  cousin 
of  a  king.  Then  the  Emperor  blotted  out  my  name  upon  the  roll  call 
of  the  nobility,  effaced  my  escutcheon,  had  my  coat-of  arms  nailed  to 
the  gibbet,  and  condemned  me  to  death.  Hunted  like  you,  I  came, 
like  you,  to  this  house,  and  like  you  asked  hospitality  of  the  headsman. 
I  became  the  bond,  and  I  have  never  yet  regretted  it.  That,  young  sir, 
is  my  armor  that  I  wore  wdien  the  Emperor  knighted  me.  ( points  to  pano¬ 
ply)  And  that  is  the  likeness  of  the  woman  who  caused  my  ruin. 

Hex.  Markitta  ! 

Stein.  Markitta  ?  no  !  her  mother  ! 

Voice  of  King  Wenzel  (l.).  Where  is  my  gossip  ? 

Stein.  It  is  he.  ( gravely )  Whatever  you  see  or  hear,  betray  it  not  by  a 
look. 

Enter  King  Wenzel  and  Markitta,  l.  d. 

Markitta.  There  is  my  father. 

King.  Well,  sweetheart,  not  married  yet? 

Mark.  Jest  not  with  me  ! 

King.  Verily,  women  have  become  transformed  into  stinging  nettles  ! 
Ah,  gossip,  I  want  you. 

Stein.  What’s  the  matter  now  ? 

King.  Oh  !  those  priests  are  stirring,  and  my  cousin  of  Moravia  is  get¬ 
ting  unruly.  It  is  quite  time  that  I  saw  what  my  people  want.  How 
can  I  see  the  spot  upon  my  face  unless  I  look  in  the  glass  ?  You  shall 
come  with  me,  gossip,  I  have  the  horses  ^waiting.  You  are  the  only  man 
in  all  Bohemia  wdiose  advice  is  worth  the  having.  Because,  no  doubt, 
you  do  not  sell  it.  Eh  X  ( sees  Henrico)  Death  and  fire!  if  here  isn’t 
that  ready-lianded  knave  who  daunted  them  all  at  the  river’s  bank. 
Good  lad,  good  lad !  (goes  over  to  Henrico)  ’Tis  a  pity  that  you  should  be 
the  headsman’s  bond !  but  right  is  right,  and  murder  is  murder!  and 
every  station  has  its  (pause)  pleasures  !  Gossip,  a  thought !  he  is  a  likely 
young  fellow,  and  your  daughter  is  a  pretty  maid.  What  is  her  name  ? 
Markitta  shall  wed  this  man. 

Stein.  I  have  no  objections  to  the  match.  I  should  like  him  for  a 
son-in-law. 

King.  'Well,  pretty  one,  wdiat  say  ? 
i  Mark.  I  will  not  have  him  ! 

King.  Why  will  you  not  have  him  ?  That’s  the  second  woman  that 
lias  defied  me.  Well,  women  are  a  mad  lot,  and  wise  is  he  that  can  un¬ 
derstand  them.  But  you  must  and  shall  have  him. 

Stein.  Pardon,  sire,  no  one  commands  here  but  the  headsman.  If  the 
girl  refuses,  I  shall  not  compel  her  ! 

King,  (conquers  his  anger).  Well,  you  are  a  brave  man,  gossip. 

Stein.  I  can’t  make  the  girl  out.  1  thought  she  loved  the  youth  ! 

Mark.  No,  father  !  I  shall  marry  no  one. 

King.  Come,  come,  enough  of  this.  Gossip,  we  will  begin  with  the 

*  Henrico.  Steinhertz.  King.  Markitta. 

r.  c.  l. 
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Galloh  Cellar.  That  is  where  the  real  rabble  meet.  That  yculh  shall 
accompany  us.  I  know  him  to  be  brave  and  gallant  and,  then,  six  eyes 
see  more  than  four.  [Exit,  with  Steinhertz,  l.  d. 

Hen.  (going  l.).  Markitta,  what  shall  1  do  to  thank  you  ? 

Mark.  Women  have  words  more  ready  at  their  command  than  men. 
(aside)  I  know  not  what  I  say  !  {aloud)  Go  on  your  adventure.  King’s 
jest  not  with  those  who  keep  them  waiting. 

Hen.  Good-night,  Markitta!  [Exit,  l.  d. 

Mark.  Good-night  !  (goes  c.)  His  wife  !  his  wife  !  The  King  has 
spoken  out  aloud,  what  I  scarcely  durst  whisper  in  my  most  secret  mo¬ 
ments.  And  my  father  confirmed  my  wishes.  And  yet  had  I  not  denied 
it,  I  should  have,  died  with  shame  at  the  confession  !  His  wife  !  Why, 
I  can  almost  hope  it  possible,  now.  And  yet  I  go  upon  his  message  to 
the  Countess,  one  who  is  so  beautiful  and  so  high  that  already  one  could 
call  her  queen.  ( gets  lamp  r  )  Blessed  words,  their  perfume  lingers  as 
that  of  the  sacred  balm.  I  may  utter  them  to  myself  now!  his  wife ! 
{opens  l.  d.)  his  wife  !  (exit,  l.  d.  Remove  tables  and  chairs  to  up  stage.) 

Scene  closes  in . 

SCENE  II — Cellar  in  1  st  grooves ,  with  baching  let  down  in  2nd  grooves . 

Bring  on  and  place  a  table  and  stools  in  each  compartment ,  2nd  e.  line, 

B.  c.  and  l.  c. 

Enter,  r.  2  e.,  Marquart  and  Schlippenberg. 

Mar  quart.  Here  we  are  !  let’s  have  a  gay  day  of  it.  That  infernal 
wound  nailed  you  long  to  your  bed.  ( sits  on  table.) 

Schlip.  Hostess  !  (they  pound  on  the  table  with  their  fists.  Schlippen- 
berg  sits  on  stool.) 

Enter  Mistress  Martha,  l.,  with  candle .  Footlights  up,  half  turn. 

Martha.  What  a  noise !  What  sort  of  people  do  you  call  yourselves 
to  make  such  a  hubbub  ? 

Schlip.  We  want  some  wine  !  some  wine. 

Martha.  Then,  prithee,  keep  athirst  in  patience,  whilst  your  betters 
are  waiting. 

Schlip.  Our  betters  7 

Marq.  Ah  !  I  see  you  are  ignorant  who  we  are. 

Martha.  Let  me  tell  you  that  rumor  is  not  far  wrong  when  it  says 
that  the  King  himself  comes  here — aye,  to  this  very  table.  ' 

Schlip.  Then  he  is  found  under  it  before  morning. 

Marq.  If  all  accounts  be  true,  lie  lias  strange  company.  Bid  T  not 
hear  he  hobnobs  with  the  headsman. 

Schlip.  Ugh  !  the  headsman  !  I  have  already  a  crick  in  the  neck. 

Marq.  Hark  ye  !  you  don’t  know  what  we  are.  [  am  the  King,  and 
that  gentleman  his  gossip — the  headsman. 

Mar.  Ha,  ha!  you  are  not  the  King — I  know — but  I  do  not  doubt 
that  you  will  be  friends  of  the  headsman.  [Exit,  r. 

Marq.  We  are  no  match  for  her  ! 

Schlip.  I  don’t  like  that  woman.  (Martha  brings  them  wine.) 

Enter ,  l.,  King,  Steinhertz  and  Henrico.  The  two  former  sit  at  table , 
Henrico  leans  against  partition  at  c. 

King.  Some  wine  here  !  This  is  the  place — the  men  of  mettle  come 
here. 
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Mar.  Hark !  ah,  my  masters — you  are  the  sheep  in  wolf-skin — the 
wolves  are  there!  {goes  into  l.  compartment ,  and  serves  wine,  and  exits  l.) 

Schlip.  What  does  she  mean  1 

Marq.  I  know  not.  Some  jugglery  to  drawoff  our  attention  from  her 
sour  wine. 

Sciilip.  What  must  I  do  ? 

Marq.  Leave  the  town  quietly.  You  are  believed  to  be  dead.  Play 
the  dead  until  you  are  out  of  the  reach  of  the  hangman  your  master. 

Schlip.  Return  to  Nurnberg  where  I  am  in  ill  savour.  Oh,  you  have 
lost  your  wits. 

Marq.  Stay  you  here,  and  be  the  lighter  by  a  head. 

Hex.  Your  majesty,  the  man  they  said  I  slew,  lives!  he  is  there,  and 
with  my  brother. 

King.  What’s  that !  your  brother  with  the  man  you  cut  down — be¬ 
like,  there  is  some  foul  play  here,  (they  listen .) 

Marq.  Beata  is  eager  to  receive  you. 

Schlip.  Ah  !  but  then  if  I  am  stopped  at  the  city  gates,  found  out — I 
play  a  risky  game  — the  King  has  no  mercy  for  brawlers. 

Marq.  The  King  !  he  is  a  sot!  what  of  him!  I  am  not  liis  subject ! 

Stein.  Your  Majesty,  the  King  of  that  fellow’s  worship,  lias  a  realm 
under  the  floor  of  yours. 
c  King.  Devil  take  him  ! 

Marq.  We  can  have  our  money  now,  all,  all  our  money. 

Schlip.  How  !  your  brother  is  alive. 

Marq.  Aye,  but  he  is  the  headsman’s  bond,  and  can’t  inherit. 

King  {rises).  But  he  shall  inherit!  [enters  r.  room)  ’Sdeath  !  (Mar- 
quart  and  SoiiLiPPENBERG  come  front)  The  headsman’s  bond  can  and  shall 
inherit ! 

Marq.  (c.).  Insolent  dog!  Who  are  you  ? 

King.  The  sot!  {throws  the  table  over)  King  Wenzel!  (Marquart  and 
Schlippenberg  fall  on  their  knees.  Steinhertz  and  Henrico  come  front 
from  L.  room.)* 

King.  Ah  !  {growl  as  of  a  wild  animal)  Steinhertz,  truss  me  these  fellows 
and  answer  for  them  with  your  head,  in  your  house  till  we  think  what 
Bhall  be  done  with  them.  ’Sdeath  !  poor  lad  !  you  look  pale  !  You 
must  take  the  air.  I  give  you  a  holiday  for  the  rest  of  the  night.  In 
the  morning,  return  to  your  master.  Fail  not !  you  know  that  I  know 
where  to  find  you.  (Henrico  bows ,  and  exits  l.)  As  for  these  wolves  who 
]>rey  upon  their  kindred — ah  !  oh  !  to  be  King  of  such  a  people.  Death 
of  my  life  !  {threatens  Marquart  and  Schlippenberg,  and  rushes  off  l.) 

Stein.  What,  ho,  varlets  ! 

Enter  two  or  four  executioner's  assistants ,  who  bind  Marquart  and  Schlip¬ 
penberg  with  a  lung  rope. 

X 

Take  those  fellows  to  my  house  and  await  further  orders  !  faster !  {to  l.) 
Justice  never  travels  swift  enough  for  such  rogues. 

[ Exit  l.  The  men  drag  Marquart  and  Schlippenberg  off  l. 

Marq.  Here  !  I  say  ! 

Schlip.  Stop  !  stop  !  you  are  dividing  me  ! 

[Exeunt  all,  l.  Remove  seats  and  tables. 

Scene  changes  to 

*hScHLip.  Marq.  King.  Henrico.  Stein. 

B.  a.  o.  c.  L.  c,  L. 
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SCENE  III. — Garden  an l  exterior  of  Countess  Blanka’s  chateau ,  in  bth 
grooves.  Gas  down  r.  an  l  l.  and  footlights.  Limelight  for  moonlight , 
ii.  u.  e.,  upon  Countess  Blanka,  discovered  on  steps,  looking  off9 r. 

Countess.  Not  come  yet!  I  am  weary  and  angry  at  the  slight.  Why 
have  I  given  a  man  the  power  to  cause  me  a'l  this  pain  of  unquenched 
anxiety  ?  Why  do  I  linger?  better  for  me  to  give  him  up  as  one  casts 
aside  in  winter  all  hope  of  seeing  the  summer  flowers.  I  will  try  to 
drive  him  from  my  heart.  And  yet — one  moment  more,  I  seem  to  hear 
a  thousand  faint  steps  in  among  the  trees,  and  see  as  many  vague  forms 
balancing  in  the  distance  and  hesitating  to  approach.  Oh  !  I  could  love 
him  still,  if  he  came  without  delay,  {comes  down  steps.) 

Enter  Markitta,  disguised  as  a  log ,  r.  She  remains  in  the  shadow ,  n.  side. 

Countess.  Who  are  you  ? 

Mark.  A  messenger  from  him  whom  you  expect  and  who  comes  uot. 

Count.  To  me,  Kings  even  come  in  person — not  by  messengers. 
Nevertheless,  is  he  hurt?  what  else  can  have  detained  him  ? 

Mark,  (gives  letter).  This  message  will  tell  you  better  than  I  can  speak. 
(Countess  reads  letter)  How  cold  I  am  !  Let  me  speak  for  him  as  I 
would  speak  for  myself,  (aloud)  Lady,  he  has  been  wounded  and  even 
now  cannot  come  to  keep  the  tryst.  But  he  loves  you  more  than  be¬ 
fore,  and  chafes  less  at  his  tiresome  imprisonment  because  it  is  a  life  of 
fetters  than  becau  e  he  sees  not  you.  If  he  has  not  told  his  secret — for 
there  are  ones  which  sometimes  are  not  shared — ask  me  not  to  divulge. 
He  cannot  come,  but  I  will  bear  your  answering  words  of  comfort  with 
deep  pleasure  to  him. 

Count.  You  are  a  woman  in  disguise. 

1  Mark,  (starts).  I  don't  deny  it ! 

Count.  You  have  presumed  to  intrude  here  to  play  the  spy  upon  me. 
Eor  what  base  motives  does  it  chance  that  he  is  blinded  by  self-love,  and 
chose  a  too  designing  messenger  I 

Mark.  I  am  a  woman  and  I  have  a  woman’s  pity  for  all,  e’en  though 
for  those  who  most  deserve  a  censure.  I  am  a  woman,  and  I  have  a 
woman’s  instinct  that  tells  me  that  you  are  false,  coquettish,  and  are  un¬ 
worthy  of  a  love  like  his.  Ah  !  he  is  here  !  (looks  off  r.)  And  I  am  too 
much  a  woman  to  be  witness  of  3Tour  meeting.  Ah  !  Heaven  have  mercy 
on  my  poor  heart !  (runs  off  r.  1  e.j 

Enter  Henrico,  r.  u.  e. 

Countess  ( sneeringly ).  So  you  have  come  at  last  1 

IIen,.  Yes,  os  a  poor  suppliant  for  grace. 

Count.  Do  you  rate  me  so  weak  as  to  overlook  such  a  slight?  You 
must  be  used  to  very  feeble  women. 

IIen.  You  know  not— I  was  wounded. 

Count.  No  doubt,  in  a  quarrel  for  some  woman  I 

Hen.  Yes — in  defence  of  one  whose  honor  lies  as  near  my  heart  as 
mine  own. 

Count.  It  is  sweet  to  defend  them  we  love,  and  a  duty.  Go  to  li6r— 
it  were  well  not  to  leave  her  without  so  trusty  a  guard. 

Hen.  What  do  you  mean  1 

Count.  If  I  talk  in  enigmas — why  do  you  act  them  ?  Three  days  ago, 
you  should  have  sought  me,  and  till  now,  l  saw  you  not.  Yon  might 
have  been  dead,  and  still  I  should  not  have  known.  And  yet  you  have 
true  messengers. 
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Hen.  I  have  been  as  one  dead— at  this  moment,  I  am  released  by  acci¬ 
dent  for  a  brief  hour  or  two  to  come  and  see  the  sorceress  for  whom 
alone  I  care  to  revisit  the  world  of  my  fellowmen.  But  I  am  not  your 
dupe.  In  years,  hearts  do  not  cease  to  love — in  these  few  days,  can 
yours  so  fade  away  ? 

Count.  You  are  right.  I  should  have  donned  a  page’s  hose  and  sought 
you  in  the  town.  That  is  the  kind  of  minion  that  you  best  understand. 
I  am  sorry  to  disappoint  you,  but  I  love  not  in  that  manner. 

Hen.  Madam,  better  my  dream  should  be  so  soon  dissolved  before  it 
was  my  perdition.  I  thank  you  that  you  have  let  me  escape  before  the 
flame  quite  devoured  the  silly  moth’s  wings,  and  prevented  all  escape. 
Farewell — we  meet  no  more.  ( going  r.) 

Count.  No,  no  !  come  back  !  1  don’t  want  you  to  depart !  You  don’t 
know  a  woman’s  heart,  [leans  on  his  arm,  both  at  c.)  When  she  is  least 
kind,  then  is  she  least  cruel.  I  love  you  !  Do  I  not  prefer  you  to  the 
King  ?  1  have  much  sorrowed  in  your  silence.  I  am  weak,  and  cannot 

bear  such  suspense.  You  have  tried  me  sorely,  but  in  your  smiles,  I  have 
my  balm.  I  have  been  petulant,  and  said  the  words  that  never  were 
minted  in  my  heart.  Forgive  me  ! 

Hen.  I  cannot  be  hard  on  you.  Oh,  that  I  could  tell  you  the  reason 
of  my  breach  of  plighted  word.  Such  as  you  see  me,  I  am  bound  to 
another,  and  that  other — the  reverse  of  you.  My  master  is  a  man  of 
darkness,  while  you  whom  I  adore  are  a  creature  of  light.  And  you  let 
me  love  you  1  Not  a  look  of  yours  but  answers  yes.  This  hour  is  mine 
— is  ours.  And  love  is  not  measured  by  the  common  dials,  an  hour  of 
love  is  ages  by  man’s  meter.  How  softly  fall  the  moonbeams !  So  your 
image  shines  unto  my  sou!,  filling  the  atmosphere  with  peace  and  beaute¬ 
ous  rays.  Let  us  stroll  this  way,  where  all  is  brightest.  In  this  my  hour, 
I  envy  no  man — and  it  is  not  dearly  bought  by  what  I  have  endured  and 
what  of  evil  may  come  after. 

Count,  fas  they  go  r.,  slowly').  How  could  T  doubt  thee  ?  had  you  never 
come,  and  I  had  had  one  such  remembrance  as  this  time  of  joy — I  should 
have  been  so  patient !  Speak  on,  each  word  is  in  accordance  with  the 
unspoken  utterances  of  love  striving  to  form  syllables  of  rapture  in  my 
heart. 

Hen.  Do  you  remember  when  I  saw  you  first.  You  were  looking  out 
of  the  window  when  the  town  was  illumined  for  the  victor’s  return.  The 
King  passed  by,  sheathed  in  armor,  and  laurelled  with  glory,  but  I  re¬ 
ceived  the  smile  for  which  he  would  have  given  his  crown  !  The  crowd 
swept  by,  but  I — anchored  beneath  j7our  window,  would  have  been  torn 
limb  from  limb  before  they  could  have  rent  the  grip  of  my  two  hands, 
that  stayed  me  there. 

Enter  Markitta,  r.  u.  e. 

Markitta  (in  terror).  Lady,  }rou  must  hasten  into  the  house!  The 
King  is  here! 

Hen.  I  have  no  sword !  IIow  comes  he  here  ?  (Countess  goes  up  steps.) 

Mark.  Away  !  away  !  for  he  is  here  !  [drags  Henrico  off \  l.  1  E.) 

Count.  I  am  lost ! 

Voice  of  King  ( off  r.  u.  e.).  Who  are  you  ?  Stand  ! 

Enter  King,  r.  u.  e.,  drawing  his  sword. 

Wenzel.  Fury  and  flames  !  you  shall  not  escape  me. 

[rushes  off,  L.  1  E. 

Count,  (comes  down  steps .  agitated ).  If  he  overtakes  him,  he  will  not 
spare  him  1 
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Voice  of  Kino  [off  l.  1  e.).  You  will  have  it !  Take  that !  [dash  of  a 

sword  heard  off  l.) 

Voice  oi t  Mark,  [off  l.  1  e.,  in  pain).  Oh  ! 

Enter  Count  Lesciiwitz,  door  in  house. 

Count.  I  am  his  death  !  ( clasps  her  hands.) 

Voice  of  King  (l.  1  e.,  off).  1  have  you!  where  have  they  gone  ?  death 
and  fury  ! 

Enter  Markitta,  supported  by  Henrico,  l.  1  e.  They  stop  at  c. 

Hen.  Great  heavens  !  you  are  wounded  ! 

Mark.  It  is  nothing.  Fly  ! 

Hen.  Not  without  you  !  ( puts  his  arm  round  her ,  and  bears  her  off)  r.  u. 

E.) 

Enter  King,  l.  1  e.,  with  sword  drawn ,  hair  loose ,  and  greatly  excited. 
Countess  throws  herself  before  him) r.  u. 

Wenzel.  Where  are  they  ?  (c.) 

Count.  Where  are  who  ?  (Lesciiwitz  comes  down  steps  to  l.  c  ; 

Wenz.  Indeed  !  I  am  not,  your  dupe  !  You  had  some  one  with  you  ? 
Count.  Yes.  Count  Lerchwitz  ! 

Wenz.  [turns  on  Lesciiwitz  with  his  sword).  Ah  !* 

quick  curtain. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. — Eoom  in  the  Ealace ,  in  2d  grooves.  Window  open  in  set ,  r.  1.  e. 

Enter  King  Wenzel,  l.,  in  a  rage .  He  walks  to  and  fro. 

Wenzel.  The  villain  !  the  disloyal  villain  !  and  she,  with  her  cheating 
smiles  and  artful  looks.  Jilted  !  I,  the  King,  am  jilted  in  favor  of  some 
dead-of-the-niglit  skulker !  Jilted  !  but  I  am  not  to  be  cozened  with  im¬ 
punity.  It  was  not  Count  Lesciiwitz.  No,  my  pretty  Couniess,  your 
bird  left  a  feather  in  his  passage,  and  my  sword-mark  is  left  on  some  one. 
[looks  at  piece  of  cloth)  It  is  not  the  stuff  of  a  nobleman.  Some  man’s 
vurlet  is  her  stolen  delight!  Oh,  woman,  you  rejoice  in  diamonds,  and 
yet  stoop  for  the  muddied  pebbles  in  your  path,  rather  than  rise  to  the 
crown  jewels.  But  the  penalty  shall  fall  upon  you.  After  these  lesser 
scoundrels  are  disposed  of,  we  will  deal  with  the  greater. 

Enter  Page,  l. 

Page.  By  your  Majesty's  commands,  may  the  prisoners  be  brought  in, 
in  the  charge  of  the  headsman  and  h;S  bond. 

Wenz.  Yes  ! 


*  Countess. 

It*  o. 


King. 

o. 


Lesciiwitz. 
h.  c. 
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Exit  Page,  l.,  who  returns  ushering  in  Steinhertz  and  Henrico,  who  guarck 
Marquart  and  Sciilippenberg.  Exit  Page,  l.* 

Wenz.  Come  in,  gossip  !  bring  in  tlie  prisoners.  Speak,  fellows — your 
names  and  conditions  ? 

Schlip.  [in  terror ).  Sp-p-pare  me,  my  liege  !  ( clasps  his  hands  implor ' 
ingig.) 

Marq.  (sullenly).  Marquart  Volkner,  eldest  son  of  the  burgomaster  of 
Nurnberg. 

Wenz.  (in  surprise).  You  the  son  of  the  good  burgomaster  whom  my 
father  delighted  to  honor.  ’Tis  impossible  !  You  lie!  [to  Henrico)  Say, 
are  you  indeed  of  the  same  breed  as  that  viper  ? 

Hen.  He  speaks  but  truth.  He  is  the  eldest  son  of  my  father,  the  bur¬ 
gomaster 

Wenz.  Oh,  then,  what  curse  lay  on  the  honest  man  to  give  birth  to 
such  spawn.  What  made  you  seek  to  crush  your  brother?  Speak  trull), 
for  I  have  a  speedy  way  of  dealing  with  all  liars, 

Marq.  My  brother  sought  to  wrong  me  of  my  inheritance. 

Wenz.  Your  inheritance!  a  hempen  collar  and  iron  bracelets!  To 
cheat  your  brother  of  his  birthright,  you  could  contrive  his  death,  (about 
to  shake  Henrico’s  hand ,  but  Henrico  withdraws  it)  Ah  !  that  devil  there 
has  so  cursed  him  that  no  honest  man  can  grasp  his  hand  evermore  ! 
Cain  !  (Marquart  cowers  in  fright  of  the  King)  Nay,  worse  than  Cain  ! 
for  Cain  killed  but  his  brother’s  body  !  and  you  have  killed  your  brother’s 
soul  !  What  have  you  to  say  for  yourself  ? 

Marq.  (cringing).  My  gracious  liege,  whom  all  your  people  bless - 

Wenz.  Peace!  trail  not  your  slime  on  me!  As  for  this  Hector,  [to 
Schlippenberg)  who  has  much  erred  in  coming  back  to  a  world  well  rid 
of  him — he  shall  be  flogged  out  of  my  kingdom  at  a  cart’s  tail,  and  see 
that  you  set  not  your  foot  within  my  realm  again  !  (Schlippenberg  almost 
falls  on  his  knees  in  abject  terror)  And  you—  (to  Marquart)  who  have  laid 
a  snare  for  your  brother,  are  caught  i’  the  springe  yourself  1  You  have 
dug  a  pitfall  for  him,  and  it  has  become  a  grave  in  which  you  shall  be 
laid  in  two  pieces  !  Dog!  (to  Henrico)  You  shall  make  1  he  first  cast 
of  your  office  on  this  trembling  hound  !  Eh,  gossip  !  I  like  this  justice! 
it  is  like  the  judgments  of  the  grand  old  gods  in  the  fable!  Give  him 
his  weapon  !  (Marquart  is  terrified.  Henrico  takes  the  sword f tom  Stein¬ 
hertz.) 

Stein.  Stand  firm,  strike  strong — and  trust  to  the  blade  ! 

Hen.  [abruptly  flings  the  sword  from  him  r.).  Which  is  the  culprit,  sire, 
he  or  I  *. 

Stein.  I’ll  do  the  justice  !  (picks  up  sword.) 

King.  No  !  man,  you  have  vengeauce  at  your  sword’s  edge — strike 
strong  and  hard ! 

Hen.  Bear  with  me  for  my  wonder.  Am  I  a  wolf  that  you  should  bid 
me  spring  upon  and  tear  my  kindred  ?  My  lord,  the  same  mother  bore 
us — that  man  is  my  brother. 

Wenz.  I  know  it  ! 

Hen.  I  cannot  slay  my  counterpart. 

Wenz.  Take  up  the  sword! 

Hen.  I  cannot. 

Wenz.  (in  a  rage).  Oh  !  (contains  himself)  You  are  the  state  servant, 
there  is  the  culprit.  I,  the  King,  order  you  to  mete  out  justice.  What 
is  there  wrong  in  this  ? 


*  King.  Henrico.  Steinhertz.  Marq.  Schlip. 

r.  up  r.  c.  c.  l.  c.  l. 
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Hen.  Oh,  sire,  pity  !  (kneels  to  the  King)  Oh,  that  my  tongue  were  a 
two  edged  sword  to  cleave  its  way  to  mercy  in  the  stubborn  heart !  Sire, 
your  mother  has  kissed  these  lips  which  implore  your  mercy.  She  has 
held  me  to  her  bosom,  and  your  father  has  sate  me  on  his  knee  beside 
yourself.  In  both  their  names — for  love  of  them  and  Heaven,  1  ask  for 
this  wretch’s  life  ! 

Wenz.  (aside) W hat1  s  this  ?  My  throat  is  dry,  and  my  eyes  are  burn¬ 
ing.  Zounds  I  I  shall  cry  next  !  (, stamps  his  foot)  Have  your  wish.  His 
life  is  yours. 

Hen.  (rises).  Oh.  sire,  set  me  some  task  of  danger,  and  I - 

Wenz.  (impatiently).  Enough  of  this  !  Take  him  away,  and  we  will 
think  what  is  to  be  done  with  him.  I  have  other  business  now.  (exeunt 
Marquart,  Sciilippenberg  and  Steinhertz,  l.  Henrico  is  going  L.)  You 
stay  here.  (Henrico  comes  to  l.  c.  King  at  c.)  You  think  1  have  some 
claim  to  your  gratitude  ? 

Hen.  1  shall  be  faithful  to  the  death  ! 

Wenz.  I  know  a  way  to  test  you.  I  like  your  face,  md  shall  tr.;?J;  ou. 
I  trust  not  many. 

Hen.  Sire  ! 

Wenz.  You  know  the  Countess  Blanka  ? 

Hen.  (with  emotion).  I  have  that  honor. 

Wenz.  I  love  her. 

Hen.  (indignantly).  You  love  her  ! 

Wenz.  Not  so  loud  !  Would  you  have  all  the  palace  hear  you! 

Hen.  Your  pardon,  (sadly)  She  whom  I  love  does  not  return  my  love. 

King.  Poor  lad  !  This  packet  is  for  her.  (gives  letter)  Go  to  the  keeper 
of  my  wardrobe,  and  let  him  clothe  you  richly  so  that  none  may  know 
the  headsman’s  bond.  Further  I’d  have  you  see  her — and  say  that  I 
shall  present  myself  in  fitting  company  for  one  so  pure  and  reproachless. 
She  will  understand. 

Hen.  Your  errand  shall  be  gone  on  faithfully,  (bows) 

King.  1  am  not  ungrateful,  you  shall  find.  I  shall  remember  this  ser¬ 
vice — I  can  help  you,  and  I  will.  [ Exit  Henrico,  l. 

Enter  Steinuertz,  l. 

King.  Well,  gossip  !  is  the  scoundrel  set  fast? 

Stein.  He  is  placed  in  safe  hands,  (c.) 

King  I  could  wish  that  I  had  not  spared  him.  (thoughtfully  walking 
about  r.) 

Stein,  (smiling  grimly).  Your  Masjesty  erred  on  the  side  of  mercy. 
(on  the  left  of  King,  who  is  at  c.) 

King.  Ah  !  it  was  something  more  than  that.  You’d  never  find  in  my 
heart  weakness,  and  pity  never  swayed  me.  Did  you  not  remark  the  re¬ 
semblance  to  some  one  ? 

Stein.  He  is  not  like  his  brother. 

King.  I  do  not  mean  that.  You  know  my  father  the  Emperor. 

Stein.  I  have  good  reason  to  remember  him  ! 

King.  I  know,  I  know,  (puts  his  hand  on  Steinhertz’ s  shoulder  famil¬ 
iarly)  My  father  dealt  harshly  with  you — but  I  trust  that  I  have  made 
some  amends  for  his  injustice  ? 

Stein.  You  have,  sire. 

King.  Then  did  you  not  trace  a  likeness  ? 

Stein.  Humph  !  they  are  not  unlike. 

King.  Unlike  !  (warmly)  I  thought  that  my  father’s  eyes  blazed  on  me 
from  under  that  youth’s  brows  !  (musing)  and  even  the  soft,  touching 
music  of  my  mother’s  voice  seemed  to  attemper  his  and  make  his  words 
more  deeply  melting. 
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Stein.  ( impatiently ).  Your  Majesty  bade  me  wait. 

King  {roughly).  So  wait,  and  wait,  and  wait  !  and  wait  again. 

Stein,  {calmly).  Your  Majesty  will  bear  in  mind  that  I  am  not  a 
lackey  !  1  have  cares  at  home. 

King.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Why,  you  are  a  rock,  man,  against  which  my  pas¬ 
sion  breaks  in  harmless  foam  !  I  believe  you  are  the  only  mail  in  my 
kingdom  who  does  not  fear  me.  What  are  your  cares  ? 

Stein.  Markitta  is  not  well. 

King.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Stein.  She  wou’t  tell  the  story — she  says  it  is  the  result  of  a  fall — but 
it  is  a  sword  cut  in  the  arm. 

King  Ha  !  she  is  not  the  only  one  ill  of  a  green  flesh-wound.  I  cut 
down  some  knave  last  night  in  the  dark.  He  ’scaped  me  then,  but  I 
sheered  off  a  strip  of  his  skin,  {shows  piece  of  cloth)  You  are  a  good 
bloodhound  — can  you  tell  me  aught  of  this  ? 

Stein.  ( laughs ).  You  don’t  know  it,  then.  That  is  the  sleeve  of  my 
bond.  ( matches  the  cloth  with  his  own  deeve.) 

King.  Your  bond? 

Stein.  Yes. 

King.  What !  I  have  been  tricked,  by  her  first,  and  then  by  her  varlet- 
minion  !  It  is  he,  then,  on  whom  she  lavishes  her  sweet  caresses  ! 
Heath  of  my  life  !  had  I  known  it !  1  am  going  mad  !  when  I  had  him 

at  aim’s  length,  I  could  have  choked  him!  And  they  have  had  stolen 
meetings — tender  words — warm  kisses  !  Oh  !  who  waits  there  ?  {at  win¬ 
dow  u.)  saddle  a  horse  for  me!  You  shall  go  with  me!  Even  now  per¬ 
haps  they  are  exchanging  laughs  at  my  blindness — his  head  lies  on  her 
heart — they  bill  and  coo  soft  nothings!  oh!  fiends  and  flames!  You 
shall  devise  some  rare  torture  for  them!  And  I  have  sent  the  weazel 

straight  to  the  eggs  !  At  this  moment,  they  are  kiscing - {'o  ivindoio 

r.)  Are  those  horses  ready?  ’Sdeath  !  come,  gossip  !  to  horse,  to  horse! 
{drays  Steiniiertz  off  l.) 

Scene  changes  to 

SCENE  II. — Room  in  residence  of  Countess  Blanka,  lit  tip  for  a  ball. 

Dance  music ,  on  violins  and  bassoons  throughout. 

Enter ,  L.  u.  £.,  Servant  and  Henrico,  in  court  dress. 

Hen.  I  would  see  the  Countess — on  a  message  from  the  King. 

Enter  Countess  Blanka,  r. 

Hen.  {bows,  as:de).  She  was  never  more  lovely.  [Exit  Servant,  r. 

Count.  I  did  not  expect  to  see  you  so  soon.  1  am  sorry  that  you 
have  to  stoop  to  such  expedients  to  gain  an  entrance  here. 

Hen.  Lady,  love  does  not  need  such  cloaks.  I  did  not  think  when  I 
left  last  night,  that  I  should  ever  come  again. 

Count.  Then  you  have  a  message  ? 

Hen.  ( gives  packet).  Yes,  from  the  King. 

Count  You  are  distant.  What  has  the  King  to  say  ? 

Hen.  He  trusted  me,  doubly,  as  a  subject,  as  a  grateful  friend— I  sim¬ 
ply  say — there  is  the  letter  from  the  King. 

Count.  Why  are  you  so  cold  ? 

Hen.  I  feel  so. 

Count.  What — since  I  love  you  ! 

Hen.  Once — ’ tis  not  now— 1  believed  you  -  I  know  that  you  are  not 
what  you  seem. 
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Count.  I  don’t  love  you  ?  Do  you  doubt  me,  when  round  me  I  call  a 
thousand  destroying  angels  when  I  set  aside  for  you  the  love  of  others. 
Like  a  god,  the  King  would  make  lii3  realm  my  footstool,  at  a  word.  I 
tell  you  that  I  love  you,  and  you  alone  !  and  yet  you  are  of  ice. 

Hen.  ( calmly ).  What  is  the  answer  to  the  King] 

Count.  I  will  take  it  him  myself! 

Hen.  The  King  perhaps  perceives  your  perfid}7.  Like  me,  he  may  not 
be  your  dupe.  1  ask  you  for  your  answer.  This  is  no  time  for  tricks 
of  coquetry.  If  I  speak  falsely  to  my  liege,  who  has  rested  this  trust  in 
me,  how  could  I  be  worthy  of  you  or  others — to  what  love  requiring 
faith  could  I  aspire  ? 

Count.  Speak  for  yourself.  You  are  too  arrogant.  You  seem  a  judge. 
Already  do  you  rank  me  as  accomplice  in  some  crime?  You  might  res¬ 
pect  me,  though  I  have  too  soon  revealed  my  heart. 

Hen.  Revealed  your  heart?  Displayed  yourself.  I  know  you  for 
what  you  are,  and  my  chief  joy  is  that  I  do  not  need  a  love  like  yours. 

Enter  King  Wenzel,  l.  and  c.  d.  He  comes  doivn  slowly ,  unseen . 

Henrico.  I  am  in  debt  to  you  for  a  few  hours  of  sweet  illusion.  For 
so  much  have  my  thanks.  But  do  not  still  affect  to  feel  for  those  upon 
whose  eager  hopes  you  ruthlessly  trample. 

Count.  I  do  not  pretend.  I  hate  the  King  !  (King  stands  between  thefn 
and  lifts  his  dagger  threateningly.)  * 

King  ( after  pause ,  sheathes  his  dagger  and  smiles  grimly.  In  a  sarcastic 
tone).  You  have  company  !  a  festival  !  I  hear  music,  but  I  do  not  see 
the  guests,  [goes  n.)  What  ho,  there!  Your  King  is  here  ! 

Enter  Guests,  r.  They  range  themselves  r.  and  l.  sides,  during  the  following . 

and  would  do  honor  to  this  betrothal  festival. 

All  ( are  now  in).  Betrothal  ? 

Count.  Your  Majesty  has  ample  license  for  any  je3t  lie  pleases. 

King.  Jest!  In  sober  earnest,  the  lovely  Countess  has  taken  pity  on 
one  of  her  admirers,  and  means  to  make  him  husband.  Fit  mate  !  My 
lords  and  ladies,  gaze  upon  this  gentle  springald.  [meaning  Henrico) 
You  would  never  divine  who  is  the  object  of  this  fair  lady’s  choice. 
Come,  guess  !  You  first. 

1st  Lady  (r.,  comes  to  Henrico  and  walks  round  him.  Affectedly).  A 
tailor— or  a  clerk  in  holiday  clothes,  who  is  not  yet  accustomed  to  them. 
{remains  L.) 

King.  Warm  !  not  bad  !  You  next ! 

2nd  Lady  (r.,  comes  to  Henrico).  I  should  say,  a  monk,  whose  tonsured 
hair  has  had  time  to  grow,  who  would  be  a  courtier.  Faith,  ’tis  a  good 
leg  for  a  courtier  !  ( remains  l.)' 

King.  You  guess  not  ill.  Fair  Countess,  and  betrothed  of  her — you 
shall  lead  the  ball.  Come  !  (Henrico  takes  the^  Countess's  h  md.  and  all 
face  to  go  up)  Come,  fair  lady.  I  am  for  you  !  ( takes  hand  of  1st  Lady.) 

Enter  Steiniiertz,  l.  u.  e.  and  c.  d. 

All  (in  horror).  The  headsman  !  (they  come  down.) 

King  (goes  up).  What  want  you  here  ?  How  dare  you  disturb  the  har¬ 
mony  of  this  fair  assembly  ?  (r.  c.) 


*  Countess. 


King. 


Henrico. 
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Stein,  (c.).  My  bond  lias  escaped.  I  have  the  right  to  seek  him,  even 
in  the  King’s  palace.* 

Hen.  J  am  lie  !  ( all  who  were  near  him ,  shrink  away')  I  am  not  here  of 
my  free  will,  nor  have  I  suffered  this  cruel  draught  as  of  one  of  my 
own  brewing.  I  came  upon  a  message  which  1  have  delivered  truly. 
Upon  those  who  suspect  me  of  foul  play,  fall  all  shameful  thoughts. 
Pardon,  lady — I  had  no  evil  wishes  to  you,  and  I  say,  with  head  up¬ 
lifted,  while  I  have  a  head  to  lift — there  is  no  better  gentleman  here  this 
night  than  I,  the  Headsman’s  Bond  !  {goes  up  with  Steinhertz.  King 
smiles ,  Countess  hangs  her  head.  Picture.) 

QUICK  CURTAIN. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE. — Room  in  Palace ,  in  4ith  grooves. 

Enter  King  Wenzel,  d.  f.  He  comes  down  c.  There  being  no  entrance  hut 
D.  F.,  none  will  be  spuified  hereafter . 

King.  The  Countess  has  married  Count  Leschwitz.  Oh,  the  fantastical 
sex!  Tottering  age  preferred  to  lusty  manhood  !  By  Heaven,  l  have 
been  a  fool  !  Fool !  I  have  been  rivalled  by  my  very  servants  !  I  shall 
be  laughed  at  throughout  my  kingdom,  and  King  Wenzel’s  discomfiture 
will  be  joked  on  in  the  beer-house,  and  sung  by  the  beggars.  ’Sdeath  ! 
has  it  come  to  this  1  {ivalks  about  in  rage )  I  forgot,  a  throne  is  but  narrow 
for  two  to  stand  on.  1  must  take  a  wife — for  I  will  not  have  my 
dynasty  perish,  and  the  people  demand  an  empress,  but  no  more  love! 
no  more  heart-burning,  no  more  jealousy  !  This  resolution  is  made— 
recoided  here,  {beats  Ins  breast)  and  it  shall  have  a  red  seal  on  it  to-night ! 

Enter  Page. 

\  Page.  Your  Majesty  !  the  headsman  waits  without. 

King.  Send  him  hither. 

Exit  Page,  and  enter  Steinhertz,  followed  by  MarkITta. 

Stein.  Your  Majesty’s  orders? 

King.  Let  the  prisoner  be  brought  in.  (r.  c.) 

Mark,  [coming  forward).  No  !f 

Stein.  What  make  yon,  here  ?  Let  go  my  arm. 

Mark.  1  shall  die  myself  if  he  is  doomed. 

King.  Your  daughter  here,  Steinhertz  ?  She  should  be  kept  at  home. 
What  wants  she  ? 

Mark,  {kneeling).  Sire,  grant  me  a  boon.  Let  that  man’s  life  bo 
spared. 

King.  1  have  sworn  it,  I  cannot  spare  the  bond. 

Mark.  But  Heaven  relieves  man  of  such  cruel  oaths.  Such  an  act  of 
mercy  will  be  a  shining  line  in  the  story  of  your  rule.  Aye,  this  deed 

*  Guests.  Countess.  King.  Steinhertz.  Henrico.  Guests, 
t  King.  Steinhertz.  Markitta. 
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of  mercy  will  stand  like  a  white-winged  angel  at  yonr  dying  bed  and 
point  the  way  to  heaven,  {the  king  shows  tokens  of  impatience)  It,  will  be 
the  brightest  jewel  in  your  crown,  that  on  reflection  you  crushed  out 
the  smouldering  embers  of  your  wrath.  Let  him  live,  and  all  my  prayers 
will  be  for  you  ! 

King.  Away  with  her — for  your  own  sake  ! 

Mark,  (rises,  sternly).  Since  I  cannot  move  ycu5  I  invite  your  anger  ! 

King.  You  defy  me! 

Mark.  Y"ea,  1  like  more  to  find  you  so  inhuman,  than  have  to  thank  a 
savage  and  relentless  tyrant.  All  the  hypocritical  glories  of  your  reign 
shall  be  hidden  by  this  one  act  of  cruelty,  and  in  this  atrocious  thirst  of 
blood  will  be  summed  up  your  reign.  When  I  sink  into  my  grave,  and 
when  they  come  to  weep  for  my  fate,  all  will  s  y  :  “  Here  sleeps  the 
victim  of  the  tyrant  !” 

Stein.  Pardon  her,  sire,  and  pardon  me.  She  is  not  forced  to  hide 
her  feeling  as  I  an),  (takes  Markitta  vp  c.,  affectionate y.) 

Mark.  Father,  promise  me  that  when  he  is  led  out  to  die,  to  place  me 
where  I  can  see  him — so  will  I  be  given  the  same  death  as  he,  for  1  shall 
not  survive  him.  Promise  me  this  ! 

Stein.  You  shall  see  him. 

Mark.  Thanks,  father.  Oh  !  (leans  on  Steiniiertz,  and  they  exeunt.) 

King  {goes  to  c  ).  Well,  curse  all  tlic  women  !  Death  and  blood!  ho 
there  !  would  you  tarry  all  night  1 

Enter  Count  Leschwitz  and  Courtiers.  They  come  down  l.  and  r. 

King  sits  roughly  on  table  r. 

Lfscii.  Your  Majesty  commanded  us  not  to  enter  until  summoned. 

King.  You  should  forestall  the  King’s  commands,  when  they  are.  mat¬ 
ters  of  justice.  It  is  a  case  of  treason  against  King  Wenzel,  (looks  around) 
1  know  of  some  who  hide  thoughts  ot  treason  iu  their  hearts— let  them 
see  how  I  punish  treason  in  the  lower  orders;  and  judge  by  that  how  l” 
would  deal  with  it  in  the  higher.  Who  shrinks  ?  who  cowers  <  Is  it 
you,  Count  Leschwitz!  Steadier  of  limb  you  should  be — or,  is  it  your 
young  wifi*,  or  old  lumbago  that  unnerves  you  I 

Voice  <  f  Margaret  Volkner  (at  back).  Out  of  my  way  !  he  stays  me 
at  the  peril  of  his  head  !  I  would  see  the  King! 

King.  Wliat’s  this  I 

Enter  Margaret  Volkner,  excitedly . 

King.  Another  woman  !  (rises)  Have  I  no  guards  ? 

Marg.  Thank  Heaven,  no  blood  is  split.  1  conic  in  time  ! 

King.  Who  are  you  ?  (u.  c  .front.) 

Marg.  (c.).  The  widow  of  the  Burgomaster  of  Nurnbcrg,  the  mother 
of  the  unhappy  man  condemned  to  die. 

King.  I  am  sorry  to  see  you  now.  We  are  not  so  merry  as  when  we 
sipped  the  liypocrass  in  your  husband’s  parlor.  We  are  busy,  come  to¬ 
morrow. 

Marg.  To-morrow  will  be  too  late.  Innocent  blood  will  have  been 
shed,  and  that  must  not  be  !  I  have  words  for  your  ear  which  no  one 
else  must  know.  Send  away  these  gentlemen. 

King.  Arc  you  mad,  woman  ?  (aside)  There  is  something  in  her  look 
and  tone  that  tells  me  she  is  in  earnest. 

Marg.  Go  to  the  farthest  chamber,  and  lock  the  door,  (the  Courtiers 
hesitate.) 
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King.  Go!  (they  begin  to  move)  Devil  take  you  !  [they  hurriedly  exeunt) 
Get  oat !  {the  Pages,  who  are  last ,  hastily  skip  out.) 

King  ( alone  with  Margaret).  Now,  Dame  Margaret,  you  may  speak. 
I  would  I  could  say  you  are  welcome.  I  never  have  forgotten  you  or 
the  good  man  Volkner.  (Margaret  goes  up  and  lifts  the  tapestry  of  d.  f., 
to  make  sure  no  one  is  in  hearing  ;  thin  comes  down  c.,  the  King  on  her  right.) 

Marg.  {solemnly).  Sire,  do  not  kill  the  bond  ! 

King.  What  I  have  said,  I  have  said.  The  man  is  doomed. 

Marg.  In  mercy  to  yourself,  you  must  not. 

King.  I  have  sworn  it,  as  surely  as  I  am  the  Emperor  Charles’s  son. 

Marg.  You  may  spare  him,  and  yet  not  break  your  oath. 

King.  What  do  you  mean  ! 

Marg.  The  headsman’s  bond  is  the  Emp:ror  Charles’s  son. 

King  {dr airs  his  sword).  Blasphemer! 

Marg.  {kneels  and  opens  her  arms  to  receive  the  stroke).  Son,  kill  your 
mother  !  {Tableau.) 

King  {staggers  back  and  drops  his  sword).  Youf  my  mother?  (puts  his 
hand  to  his  forehead.) 

Marg.  I  am.  {rises.) 

King.  Speak  out !  Tales  for  children  are  not  wilder. 

Marg.  Listen  to  what  I  have  to  say.  Some  twenty  odd  years  ago, 
the  cannon  of  the  citadel  announced  to  the  trembling  town  of  Nurnberg 
the  birth  of  the  heir  of  the  Emperor.  At  that  same  hour,  I  gave  birth 
to  a  boy.  I  lay  in  a  swoon,  and  they  forbore  to  rouse  to  me  After  an 
hour  or  two,  I  woke,  and  I  saw  a  poor  sickly  boy  beside  me.  I  accepted 
that  child  as  my  son.  Ten  years  passed  by,  when,  one  night,  an  old 
woman,  dying,  called  me  to  her  bedside.  I  went,  and  then  she  told  me 
that  while  1  was  in  that  swoon,  the  Empress,  to  whom  had  been  born 
that  sickly  child,  had — knowing  of  my  state — sent  and  taken  away  my 
healthy  boy,  and  left  the  w(  aiding  in  its  place.  So,  when  I  woke,  I  was 
ignorant  of  the  substitution. 

King.  Oh  !  the  ra\ings  of  a  maniac.  There  is  no  proof. 

Marg.  Pardon  !  I  went  to  the  Empress,  and  she  confessed  the  fraud. 
(King  is  affecteu)  She  implored  me  to  keep  the  secret  for  the  honor  of  the 
race.  1  loved  the  child,  and  1  agreed,  all  the  more  because  all  the  world 
declared  that  you  gave  promise  of  being  worthy  of  the  name  of  King. 

King.  This  is  not  true  !  not  true  !  (Margaret  gives  him  paper)  Ah  ! 
(reads)  it  is  the  Empress’s  handwriting  !  lam  not  the  Emperor  Charles’s 
son  1  (depressed  with  melancholy.) 

Marg.  Do  not  be  so  sad  !  What  have  I  done  ? 

King.  Done?  woman,  you  have  overthrown  a  dynasty!  (pause)  Not 
Emperor  Charles’s  son  !  I  fall  from  the  throne  to  be  below  the  meanest 
of  men. 

Marg.  No  !  be  knows  not  of  bis  station — it  will  be  no  loss  to  liim. 

King.  But  wliat  lias  be  suffered  !  I  will  make  amends. 

Marg.  That  might  betray  you,  sire. 

King.  Palaces  have  ears.  This  will  be  known  to-morrow  throughout 
the  land.  (l.  c.) 

Marg.  No  !  Rather  than  see  you  humbled,  I  would  tear  my  tongue 
out  by  the  roots. 

•  King.  WoukLt  thou  do  this  for  me?  Then,  indeed,  you  are  my 
mother  !  (embraces  her)  But  you  know  not  King  Wenzel  !  (to  her  right )  l 
shall  proclaim  it  from  the  palace-top,  and  be  content  to  wander  forth  a 
beggar,  after  I  recognize  him. 

Marg.  Never!  The  Emperor  knew  of  this  deception,  and  yet  ho 
placed  in  your  hand  his  sceptre.  lie  meant  you  to  reign,  (tears  up  paper) 
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Now  there  are  no  proofs!  you  shall  reign  still.  I  will  not  have  you  de- 
graded,  and  lose  your  titles,  honor,  and  glory. 

King.  Titles  are  nought  !  honor  and  glory— these  are  mine  own  and 
p-o  with  me— they  are  not  the  King’s  !  I  know  my  fate,  and  care  not, 
losing  so  much  if  I  must  lose  all.  For  a  time,  1  might  conceal  from 
those"  around  me  the  damning  truth,  hut  as  I  sank  day  by  day  deeper  in 
the  slough  of  lies  and  shame,  I  should  feel  my  conscience  sting  me 
sharper,  and  some  day  I  should  shriek  out,  i  am  an  impostor ! 

Marg.  This  must  not  be.  One  hope  remains. 

King.  Do  not  tempt  me!  I  know  what  1  lose.  There  is  but  one 
pang.  I  love  my  people  !  ’Tis  them  I  care  for.  Will  another  hand 
bear  as  lightly  on  the  reins  and  use  the  scourge  as  niggardly  I  Enough  ! 
He  must  know  this  story  as  I  myself.  Who  waits  there  ? 


Enter  Page. 


Page.  T,  your  Majesty  !  What  is  your  pleasure  ? 

Marg.  Speak  with  him  alone. 

King.  Bring  in  the  prisoner. 

Page’s  enter ,  followed  by  eight  or  more  Guards,  in  the  midst  of  whom  is 

Henrico. 

Begone  !  ( exeunt  Guards  and  Pages)  and  listen  none  of  ye  at  the  doors, 
if  you  would  wear  ears  to-morrow  !*  (to  Henrico)  If  you  were  in  my 
place,  would’st  spare  me  ? 

Hen.  No  !  For,  being  you,  I  should  not  be  a  wise  judge,  but  a  tyrant 
who  delights  in  blood,  (c.,  Margaret  goes  l.  up  a  little.) 

King.  I  give  your  life. 

Hen.  I  have  wronged  you  !  I  crave  your  pardon,  I  was  hasty.  1  re¬ 
call  my  words.  ...  , 

King.  You  were  right.  I  meant  to  slay  you.  You  owe  your  life  to 

that  lady. 

Hen.  My  mother  ? 

King.  I  said,  that  lady.  That  is  Dame  Margaret,  your  mother  was  the 
Empress.  Do  not  harass  me  with  doubts  or  questions.  Take  my  word 
for  it,  howsoever  incredible.  The  Emperor  Ciiarles  was  your  fathei. 
There— take  him  aside  and  tell  him  all.  (Margaret  and  Henrico  go  up 
c.  where  she  speaks  to  him.  lie  expresses  surprise.) 

Hen.  Mother,  I  do  not  understand. 

King  (aside).  Just  Heaven.  I  am  like  a  man  who  for  an  age  believed 
his  house  was  builded  on  a  rock,  and  when  the  deluge  came  perceived 
the  stone  resolve  to  quicksand.  In  solemn  presence  of  the  august  pair 
whom  I  believed  my  parents,  I  renounce  my  kingdom  and  all  the  aspi¬ 
rations  of  my  soul  in  expiation  to  their  memory,  (aloud)  Well,  how  long 
must  1  stand  here  ?  Does  he  know  all  ? 

Marg  l  have  convinced  him.  (she  and  Henrico  come  down.) t 
King.  You  have  been  wronged,  sir,  not  the  less  because  unwittingly. 
I  have  been  your  worst  foe.  Your  answer. 

Hen.  He  that  spoke  to  me  was  not  my  lord.  So  let  that  pass.  Leave 
me  a  moment  to  myself.  (King  goes  up  with  Margaret  and  they  conveise) 
Oh,  thou  with  the  Olympian  front,  hovering  over  me,  prepare  me  foi  my 
greatness.  How  can  I  handle  the  sceptre  of  such  a  father  1  Bold  and 
resolute  I  still  might  be,  and  yet  below  the  level  of  that  task.  An 


*  Margaret.  King. 
t  King.  Henrico. 
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thou,  pale  Goddess  of  my  earliest  dreams,  my  mother,  lend  me  thy  gen¬ 
tleness  and  tenderly  infuse  a  sweetness  in  the  bitter  cup  of  royalty — gilt 
without  and  jewelled,  but  within  gall  mingled  with  the  wine.  Under 
such  great  auspices  who  could  not  rule  witli  majesty  1  and  yet  I  approach 
the  throne  with  uudiminished  awe  !  Imperial  father,  stand  at  my  right 
side  aud  direct  the  rod  of  office.  Come  to  me  in  the  night,  Empress  my 
mother,  and  till  my  thoughts  with  goodness,  that  my  waking  words  may 
win  for  years  the  verdict  that  while  not  unworthy  of  the  crown,  I  won 
the  higher  meed — T  was  in  no  wise  worthless  judged  by  the  example 
that  you  set. 

King  ( comes  down).  Hast  thou  decided  ? 

Hen.  Bear  with  me  yet  one  moment,  [aside)  How  easy  sits  the  dignity 
on  him.  His  eagle  eye  can  pierce  the  blaze  that  luridly  engilds  the 
throne.  I  should  be  lost.  I  should  falter  when  most  my  tread  should 
he  firm  set.  New  to  the  duties,  I  should  seek  support,  and  be  a  puppet 
king,  relying  on  my  favorites,  and  in  the  end,  I  should  be  thrust  from 
my  kingdom  pursued  by  the  laughter  of  my  people. 

King.  Dost  still  hesitate?  You  rkk  nothing,  aud  I  lose  all. 

Hen.  You  have  engaged  to  do  me  right? 

King.  1  will. 

Hen.  A  short  time  since,  my  life  was  in  your  grasp,  and  you  would 
have  taken  it - 

King.  Death  and  fire  !  [checks  himself )  I  forget. 

Hen.  Yet,  I  was  then  as  now  the  Emperor  Charles’s  son.  In  my 
creed,  my  life  should  be  as  precious  in  the  sovereign’s  eyes  as  that  of  the 
meanest  peasant. 

King  Zounds!  do  you  seek  to  lecture  me  ?  Beware  !  my  guards  are 
within  call.  ( checks  himself)  All  !  sir,  you  try  my  patience  hard. 

Hen.  No  longer.  I  have  reflected.  King  Wenzel,  I  accept  my  birth¬ 
right  !  {goes  to  the  throne .) 

King.  Ah!  I  relinquish  the  throne.  To-morrow  the  people  and  the 
state  shall  know.  There  is  my  crown.  Wear  it  proudly.  Let  the  King’s 
justice  take  note  of  every  little  plaint— it  must  work  largely.  Do  not 
disturb  my  laws,  for  they  were  framed  in  love.  Have  no  favorites.  A 
King  needs  no  friends.  There  is  my  crown,  and  here  [kneels)  is  my 
knee ! 

Hen.  Far  more  than  thy  glories  over  the  Gallic  legions,  greater  than 
thy  famed  victories  with  the  sword,  is  this — best  of  all  victories — that 
over  self,  that  wins  back  the  crown,  I  resign  it  forever,  and  in  my  father’s 
name  recall  thee  to  the  throne.  Rise,  King  Wenzel,  thrice  a  king! 

King.  Sir,  in  your  father’s  name  and  yours,  and  for  your  people,  whom 
I  love,  I  accept.  ’Tis  with  the  joy  with  which  again  we  vault  into  the 
saddle  of  a  noble  sleed.  [they  shake  hands.') 

Marg.  Now  let  me  die,  that  have  seen  this  duel  between  two  noble 
hearts  !  These  are  my  sons  !  (King  goes  up  and  opens  tapestry ,  Courtiers 
eater.) 

King  [on  throne).  My  lords,  this  is  the  man  whom  the  King  delights 
to  honor.  Whosoever  slights  him,  slights  King  Wenzel,  and  must  deal 
with  him. 

Enter  Steiniiertz. 

Ah  !  gossip,  what  seek  jrou  here  ? 

I  Stein.  I  come  to  claim  the  body  of  the  prisoner. 

I  ,  Hen.  You  have  offered  me  honors.  I  claim  them  now. 

King.  Ask  anything  ! 

Hen.  First,  I  love  a  woman. 

King.  You  mean  the  Countess!  f  aside)  Poor  Count  Leschwitz !  I 
must  divorce  her  now ! 
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IIen.  I  mean  this  man’s  daughter  !  * 

King.  Anything.  Steinhertz,  bring  to  us  that  obstinate  girl  of  ihine! 

Stein.  Break  it  gently  to  her.  felie  thinks  your  life  is  sacrificed. 
( goes  up  to  d  f.,  and  leads  in  Markitta,  who  hangs  her  luad,  weeping )  Be 
tender  with  her. 

King.  Markitta,  I  have  not  hurt  the  bond. 

Hen.  Look  up,  Markitta.  ( she  falls  into  his  arms)  My  life  is  spared  1 

Mark.  Is  it  you  'l 

Hen.  The  King  wills  our  marriage. 

Mark,  is  this  .true  ? 

Hen.  Not  only  true,  but  he  would  give  me  honors. 
r  Mark.  Best  that  he  has  restored  to  you  myself. 

King.  Markitta,  still  covered  with  tears  ?  Where  is  your  late  elo¬ 
quence  ? 

Mark,  {smiling).  Sire,  grief  has  a  hundred  tongues.  Joy  is  speech¬ 
less. 

King.  You  must  speak,  and  prompt  me  in  what  way  to  reward  your 
father  and  your  husband. 

Hen.  Restore  to  him  his  rank  and  property. 

Stein.  As  for  rank,  I  do  not  value  that.  1  only  ask  permission  to  re¬ 
tire  to  some  remote  spot  where  1  shall  seldom  see  man.  As  for  my  es¬ 
tates,  some  snug  proprietor  has  settled  on  them.  Do  not  disturb  him. 

King.  Have  your  own  way,  gossip.  We  had  intended  some  mad  revels 
to  celebrate  an  ill-judged  measure.  Let  it  be  a  feast  of  the  wedding-eve. 
I  will  abdicate  for  the  nonce,  and  Markitta  shall  be  queen  of  the  festival. 
{steps  off  throne.) 

Hen.  {laughing).  If  she  be  queen,  then,  by  your  good  leave,  I  will  for 
this  one  night  be  king.  Let  no  one  take  offence—  to-morrow  I  resign  my 
throne,  content  to  stroll  down  the  green  lanes  of  home  and  happiness. 


•  *  Courtiers. 


All  form  picture.  Music. 
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*  Courtiers. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

R.  means  Right  of  Stage,  facing  the  Audience  ;  L.  Left ;  C.  Centre ;  R.  C.  Right 
of  Centre ;  L.  C.  Left  of  Centre.  D.  F.  Door  in  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running  across 
the  back  of  the  Stage ;  C.  D.  F.  Centre  Door  in  the  Flat ;  R.  D.  F.  Right  Door  in 
the  Flat ;  L.  C.  F.  Left  Door  in  the  Flat ;  R.  D.  Right  Door ;  L.  D.  Left  Door  ;  1  E. 
First  Entrance;  2  E.  Second  Entrance;  U.  E.  Upper  Entrance:  1,  2  or  3  G.  First 
Second  or  Third  Groove. 

R.  R.  C.  C.  L.  C.  L. 

EJSP*  The  reader  is  supposed  to  be  upon  the  stage  facing  the  audience. 


*  Courtiers. 


Hen. 


Stein, 


Marg.  King.  Courtiers. 
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SYNOPSIS. 

The  Prologue,  in  a  well-managed  conversation,  prepares  the  way  for  the 
spirited  beginning  of  the  play  proper  with  Act  I.  A  rural  fete  ia  being  held 
outside  the  walls  of  Prague.  Marquart  and  Younker  Schlippenberg  meet, 
and  the  latter  assures  the  former  that  he  will  rid  him  of  his  eldest  brother, 
Henrico.  As  they  leave  Marketta  and  Nurse  enter,  the  former  expressing 
her  warm  desire  to  see  some  gentleman  again,  but  Nurse  urges  her  to  leave. 
Henrico  and  Younker  Benko  come  on.  Markitta  exclaims,  “Ah,  there  he 
is  I  ”  In  a  little  while  Markitta  and  Nurse  depart,  the  former  muttering,  “Ah, 
here  comes  the  Countess. . .  .How  beautiful  she  is  1  ”  King  Wenzel,  Countess 
Blanka  and  others  enter.  Hen.  regards  Countess  gravely.  The  Countess  at 
last  sees  Hen.  and  drops  a  feather  from  her  fan  at  his  feet.  As  the  stage  ia 
cleared  Marq.  and  Schlip.  come  on,  and  plan  to  incite  Hen.  to  challenge  Schlip. 
A  duel  follows,  in  which  Hen.  stabs  Schlip.,  when  Hen.  escapes  by  leaping 
from  a  bank;  Blenk.  is,  however,  surrounded.  In  the  next  scene  King  Wen¬ 
zel  declares  his  passion  to  the  Countess.  She  retires  as  an  outcry  is  raised,  and 
the  King  sees  at  a  distance  Hen.  leap  into  the  stream.  It  is  sunset,  and  Mark. 
and  Nurse  are  In  front  of  Steinhertz’s  house.  Hen.,  closely  chased,  enters, 
sword  in  hand.  He  falls  inside  the  gate,  and  is  dragged  into  the  house  by  Mark. 
and  Nurse;  while  the  baffled  crowd  recedes  at  Mark. ’s  exclamation,  “King’s 
sanctuary,”  After  a  few  days  has  passed,  Hen.  returns  to  consciousness,  to 
find  that  he  has  been  sheltered  in  the  house  of  the  public  headsman — that 
Mark,  is  his  daughter— that  for  a  certain  number  of  days  he  can  enjoy  immu¬ 
nity  from  death— but  at  the  end  of  that  time,  unless  he  elects  to  become  the 
headman’s  successor,  nothing  can  save  his  life.  Weakened  by  loss  of  blood  and 
Illness  he  consents.  The  mob  are  thus  again  baffled,  and  Hen.  falls  senseless, 
while  Mark,  bends  over  him  with  clasped  hands. 

In  the  third  act  Hen.  is  seen,  sword  in  hand.  He  sadly  soliloquizes  over  hla 
dismal  fortune,  and  breaks  the  sword  which  he  can  no  longer  wield  in  honor. 
He  picks  up  a  letter  of  his  mother’s  and  thrusts  it  in  his  breast,  saying  no  one 
must  ever  know  who  he  is.  Then  he  hangs  his  head  mournfully  and  thinks  of 
the  Countess.  Mark,  enters  by  a  secret  door,  and— although  it  wounds  her 
heart— talks  to  him  of  the  beautiful  Countess.  Finally  she  offers  to  take  a  let¬ 
ter  from  him  to  the  lady,  and  for  that  purpose  she  departs.  Hen.  wonders  at 
her  friendship,  but  does  not  recognize  her  love.  Stein.,  who  has  taken  a  fancy 
to  Hen.,  relates  to  him  his  own  dark  history,  and  explains  how  he,  a  high  noble¬ 
man,  became  the  Headsman.  Soon  King  Wenzel  comes  in  with  Mark,  to  have 
achat  with  “his  gossip,”  Stein.  The  King  suddenly  recognizes  Hen.— says 
he  is  a  brave  fellow,  and  shall  have  Mark,  for  his  wife ;  but  she  refuses.  The 
King  commands ;  but  the  Headsman  reminds  him  that  he  alone  commands 
there.  The  King  waives  the  point,  and  bids  Stein,  prepare  to  join  him  in  a 
secret  visit  to  the  Galloh  Cellar,  and  tells  Hen.  to  go  with  them,  for  he  is  a  brave 
fellow.  In  the  next  scene  Marq.  and  Schlip.  (who  has  recovered  from  his 
wounds)  are  in  the  cellar.  They  bang  the  table  and  call  for  wine.  Martha,  the 
hostess,  bids  them  be  quiet,  adding  that  even  the  King,  it  is  said,  visits  the 
cellar  in  disguise.  The  two  roysterers  say  they  are  the  King  and  his  gossip,  the 
Headshan.  King,  Stein,  and  Hen.  enter,  and  while  the  others  sit  at  table  Hen. 
leans  against  partition.  IIen.,  who  has  seen  Marq.  and  Schlip.  tells  the  King 
that  the  man  he  is  accused  of  slaying  is  beforo  him,  and  with  his  own  brother. 
The  King  rises,  and  fiercely  orders  Stein,  to  arrest  the  two  scoundrels— tells 
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Hen.  to  take  a  night’s  rest,  but  adds,  “  Meet  me  at  the  Headsman’s  in  the  morn¬ 
ing.”  Marq.  and  Schlip.  are  borne  off  by  the  Headsman’s  attendants.  Mark., 
disguised  as  a  boy,  bears  Hen.’s  letter  to  the  Countess— surprise  follows  sur¬ 
prise— Hen.  appears— the  Countess  is  walking  with  him  in  the  garden,  when 
the  King  enters.  He  attacks  Map.k.  (disguised  as  a  boy),  who  is  wounded  by 
him.  In  the  confusion  the  Countess  enters  her  house.  Hen.  finds  Mark. 
wounded,  and  supporting  her,  bears  her  off. 

In  the  fourth  act,  the  King  is  seen,  furious  at  the  falsity  of  the  Countess.  He 
has  a  piece  of  cloth  cut  by  his  sword  from  the  dress  of  a  visitor  to  the  Count¬ 
ess.  The  prisoners,  Marq.  and  Schlip.,  are  escorted  in  by  Stein,  and  Hen. 
The  King  orders  Hen.  to  strike  off  the  head  of  Marq  .  The  former  says  that  he 
cannot  kill  his  brother.  The  King  stifles  his  rage,  and  says,  “  His  life  is  yours.” 
Then  he  bids  Hen.  go  to  the  keeper  of  the  wardrobe,  and  give  a  letter  ;  he  will 
be  dressed  in  one  of  the  sovereign’s  finest  dresses ;  then  he  is  told  to  go  to  the 
Countess  Blanka,  and  say  to  her  that  the  King  will  present  himself  soon  “  in 
fitting  company  for  one  so  pure  and  reproachless.”  After  Hen.  has  gone  the 
King  learns  from  Stein,  that  the  piece  of  cloth  in  his  possession  was  cut  from 
the  jacket  of  Hen.  The  monarch  becomes  furious,  and  taking  horse,  gallops 
to  the  Countess’.  The  company  are  all  appalled  at  the  King’s  presence,  and 
at  the  announcement  that  they  have  been  making  much  of  the  Headsman’s 
Bond. 

The  fifth  act  is  full  of  strong  dramatic  effects— the  King  learning  of  some 
strange  secrets,  and  being  indebted  to  the  magnaminity  of  Hen.  for  his  throne. 
Heinhertz  is  pardoned,  Hen.  wedded  to  Mark.;  the  Countess  is  forced  to  be¬ 
come  the  wife  of  the  old  courtier,  and  the  King  devotes  himself  to  the  right 
government  of  his  realm. 


DE  "WITT’S 


ETHIOPIAN  AND  COMIC  DRAMA. 


11  Let  those  laugh  now  who  never  laughed  before, 

And  those  who  always  laughed  now  laugh  the  more.” 

‘4  Nothing  so  thorough  and  complete  in  the  way  of  Ethiopian  and  Comic  Dramas 
lka»  ever  been  printed  as  those  that  appear  in  the  following  list.  Not  only  are  the 
.plots  excellent,  the  characters  droll,  the  incidents  funny,  the  language  humorous, 
f but  ail  the  situations,  by-play,  positions,  pantomimic  business,  scenery,  and  tricks 
are  *<?  plainly  set  down  and  clearly  explained,  'that  the  merest  novice  could  put 
any  of  them  on  the  stage.  Included  in  this  catalogue  are  all  the  most  laughable 
and  effective  pieces  of  their  class  ever  produced. 

***  In  ordering,  please  copy  the  figures  at  the  commencement  of  each  play, 
which  indicate  the  number  of  the  piece  in  “  De  Witt’s  Ethiopian  and  Comic 
Drama.” 

Any  of  the  following  plays  sent,  postage  free,  on  receipt  of  price- 
15  Gent$  Each,  Address, 

CLINTON  T.  DE  WITT, 

No.  33  Rose  Street ,  New  York .  ^ 


The  figures:  la  the  columns  indicate  the  number  of  characters— M.  mate, 

F.  female.  \ 


No.  M.  F. 

73.  African  BoS,  burWque,  2  scene  5  0 

107.  Africanus  Bluebea«d,  musical  ^ 

Ethiopian  burlesque . 6  2 

i  43.  Baby  Elephant,  sketch,  2  scene  7  1 

79.  Barney’s  Courtship,  musical 

interlude,  1  act .  1  1 

42,  Bad  Whiskey,  sketch,  1  scene.  2  1 
6.  Black  Chap  from  Whitechapel, 

negro  piece . 4  0 

10.  Black  Chemist,  sketch,  1  scene  3  0 

11.  Black-ey’d  William,  sketch,  2 

scenes . 4  1 

40.  Big  Mistake,  sketch,  1  scene..  4  0 
78.  Bogus  Indian,  sketch,  4  scenes  5  2 
89,  Bogus  Talking  Machines  (The) 

farce,  1  scene .  4  0 

24.  Bruised  and  Cured,  sketch,  1 

scene . 2  0 

J08.  Charge  of  the  Hash  Brigade, 

Irish  musical  sketch .  2  2 

35.  Coal  Heaver’s  Revenge,  negro 

sketch,  1  scene . 6  0 

41.  Cremation,  sketch,  2  scenes...  8  1 

12.  Daguerreotypes,  sketch,  1  scene  3  0 
53.  Damon  and  Pythias,  burlesque, 

2  scenes .  5  1 

'  63.  Darkey’s  Stratagem,  1  act - 3  1 

110.  De  Black  Magician,  Ethiopian 

comicality,  1  scene . 4  2 

111.  Deeds  of  Darkness,  Ethiopian 

extravaganza,  1  act .  6  1 

50.  Draft  (The),  sketch,  1  act . 6  0 

64  Dutchman’s  Ghost*  1  scene...  4  1 


■NT  ' 

No.  M.  s»„ 

95.  Dutch  Justice,  sketch,  1  scene  11  fl 

67.  Editor’s  Troubles,  farce,  1  gee.  6  0 

4.  Eh  ?  What  is  It  ?  sketch . 4  1 

98.  Elopement  (The),  farce,  1  scene  4  1 
52.  Excise  Trials,  sketch,  1  scene.  10  \ 
25.  Fellow  that  Looks  Like  Me,  in¬ 
terlude,  1  scene . . ....  2  P. 

51.  Fisherman’s  Luck,  1  scene....  2  (1 
88.  First  Night  (The),  Dutch  farce, 

1  act . 4 

106.  Gambrinus,  King  of  Lager 
Beer,  Ethiopian  burlesque.  2 

scenes . 8  1 

83.  German  Emigrant  (The), sketch 

1  scene  ..., . 2  3 

77.  Getting  Square  on  the  Call  Boy, 

sketch,  1  scene .  3  q 

17.  Ghost  (The),  sketch,  1  act . 2  (I 

58.  Ghost  in  a  Pawnshop,  %  scene.  4  Q 

31.  Glycerine  Oil,  sketch.  . 3  (f 

20.  Going  for  the  Cup,  interlude..  4  a 
82.  Good  Night’s  Rest,  1  scene.  ..3  a 
86.  Gripsack,  sketch,  1  scene . .  3  0 

70.  Guide  to  the  Stage,  sketch....  3  0 

61.  Happy  Couple,  1  scene . 2  1 

23.  Hard  Times,  extravaganza,  1 

scene . 5  1 

3.  Hemmed  In,  sketch .  3  1 

48.  High  Jack,  the  Heeler,  1  scene  6  0 

68.  Hippotheatron,  sketch .  9  0 

71.  In  and  Out,  sketch,  1  scene..,  2  0 

33.  Jealous  Husband,  sketch . 2  1 

94.  Julius,  the  Sneozer,  3  scenes 7  • 
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No. 


M.  F.  I  NO. 


1G3  Katrina’s  Little  Game,  Dutch 

act,  1  scene.  .  1 


1.  Last  of  the  Mohicans,  sketch. .  3  1 
o..  Laughing  Gas,  sketch,  1  scene. 

^8.  Live  Injun,  sketch,  4  scenes.  4  1 

90  Lost  Will,  sketch  . • . « 

37*  Lucky  Job,  farce,  2  scenes....  3 
90.  Lunatic  (The),  farce  1  scene..  3 

1)9  Making  a  Hit,  farce,  2  scene  •• 

19*.  Malicious  Trespass,  1  scen^-  - 

196.  Midnight  Intruder  (fhe),  farce,  ^ 


39  Wanted,  a  Nurse,  1  scene. .  . .  .  4 

75*  Weston  the  Walkist,  Dutch  _ 

93  What  Shall  I  Take  ?  farce,  1  act  8 

Sj  Who  Died  First  ?  1  scene . .  3 

97.  Who’s  the  Actor?  farce,  1 

99  Wrong  ’Woman  iu  the  Right 

place,  sketch,  2  scenes .  2 

,  Young  Scamp,  sketch,  1  scene.  3 


85. 


'  101.  Mollie  Moriarty,  Irish  music-  1 

°o 

obeying  Orders,  sketch  i  scene  2 
27.  One" Hundredth  Night  of  Ham-  ^ 


2  0 
1 


let,  sketch  - ........ g'”’''''  119  My  Wife’s  Visitors,  comic 

60.  One  Night  m  a  Barroom,  ^  0\  ^  yrama,  Ucene.  y^. * 

.  7  0 


76  One^Two,  Three,  1  scene^- ...» 

87’.  Pete  and  the  Peddler,  Negro 

and  Irish  sketch,  1  scene .  2  1 

9  Policy  Players,  sketch,  1  scene  «  0 

57*.  Pompey’s  Patients,  interlude,  ^  ^ 

65.  Porter’s  Troubles, A  scene. b 

66.  ~  '  "" 

91.  Painter  »  . -  %-  - 

farce,  1  scene.... . *£ 

92.  Polar  Bear  (The),  1  scene.  ....  4  . 

14.  Recruiting  Office,  sketch,  l  ac  • 

45.  Remittance  from  Horn  ,  Q 

105.  Rehearsal  (Tk”), frisk  farce,  2  ^  g 

55.  Rigging^  a  Purchase,  sketch,  i  g  Q 

81.  RWafArtistf '  sketeh,  l'  scene .  3  0 
oA  Rival  Tenants,  sketch  . . .  -  •  •  •  • 

■  15.  Sam’s  Courtship,  farce,  1  act..  2 
‘  59*.  Sausage  Makers,  2  s^|vpV  5 
80.  Scenes  on  the  Mississippi,  ^ 

21  Sea nfpini  p ant omime ,  2  scenes  6  3 
84.  lerenadeCl^he) ,  sketch, 2  scenes  7  0 

,>n  Qiamese  Twins,  2  scenes . 

fi  IIS.  walker,  sketch,  2  scenes  8  0 

It  Slippery  Day  sketch  .cen  « 

&  I^e-s^C^er5  scene..  8 

72.  Stranger,  burlesque,  1  scene... 

7  Stupid  Servant,* sketch ,  1  scene  2 
iV  Streets  of  New  York,  1  scene  .  6 
ir,'  Storming  the  Fort,  1  scene....  5  0 
1?  Take  it  Don’t  Take  It,  1  scene  2 
'  £'  Them  Papers,  sketch,  1  scene.  3 


112.  The  Coming  Man,  sketch,  1  act  3  1 

113  Ambition,  farce,  2  scenes.-...  4  u 

114  one  Night  in  a  Medical  College,  ^ 

sketch,  1  scene  . 1*  *1  * 

115  Private  Boarding,  corned},  l  r 

116  Zacharias’  Funeral,  farce,  1  R  Q 

scene . V’V*"AU  • 

117  Motor  Bellows,  comedy,  1  scene 

118  Uden’s  Funny  Babies,  bur.  ^  Q 

fesque  . 

120.  Body-Snatchers  (The),  Negro 

tskpfch  2  scenes . .  0  1 

121.  Stocks  Up!  Stocks  Down  ! 

Negro  farce,  1  scene. .  •••• 

122.  Ticket  Taker,  Negro  farce,  1  ^ 

123.  TheTnteil’i’gence  Office,  Etino- 

skpt.fth.  1  scene . •  ••  - 


0 


2  0 


VS  Porter  s  iruuoico,*  » — “v  ,  v  «  oian  sketch,  1  scene. ....  ••  -  - 

36:  Pori  Wine  v®"r>nre|tice'  S(The)l  2  184.  Deaf  as.  a  Post,  Ethiopian 

»1.  Painter’s  Apprentice  ta  i,  0  sketch,  1  scene.  ~ 


V/llO,  O  . . .  - 

i.  Black  Statue,  Negro  farce,  1  ^  g 

lo7  BHnks' arid  "Jinks; 'Ethiopian 

sketch,  1  scene .  0 


SSIaW  *  scenes  ..  8 
m  Three  aI'm.,  sketch,  2  scenes.  3 


&4.  Three  Strings 


to  One  Bow, 


sketch,  1  scene . R 

2  Tricks,  sketch . .  •  •  . .  K 

104.  Two  Awfuls  (The),  ^sceJie***  ‘  4 
5  Two  Black  Roses,  sketch.....  4 


125  Oh,  Hush!  Negro  upeniuo 
Olio,  3  scenes  . 

126, 


os  Uncle  Eph’s  Dream,  2  scenes..  6 

sketch,!  scene  6 


62.  Vinegar  Bitters,  sketch,  1  £ 

32*.  Wake  Up,  William  Henry. 


3  0 


DE  WITT’S  DRAWING-ROOM  OPERETTAS. 


UF  TO  MUSICAL  AMATEURS.  /J  1 

The  number  of  Musical  Amateurs,  both  ladfes  and  gentlemen,  is  not  only  vet' f 
targe,  but  is  constantly  increasing ,  and  very  naturally,  for  there  is  no  more  re- 
Jined  and  pleasant  mode  of  spending  leisure  hours  thar  in  singing  and  playing  tho 
choice  productions  of  the  best  Composers.  Hitherto  there  has  been  an  almost  total 
lack  of  suitable  pieces  adapted  to  an  evening's  entertainment  in  Parlors  by  Amateurs* 
Of  course  whole  Operas,  or  even  parts  of  Operas,  require  orchestral  accompani¬ 
ments  and  full  choruses  to  give  them  effect,  and  are  therefore  clearly  unfit  fof 
!  Amateur  performance,  while  a  succession  of  songs  lacks  the  Interest  given  by  a 
plot  and  a  contrast  of  characters.  In  this  series  ( a  list  of  which  is  given  below')  we 
have  endeavored  to  supply  this  want.  The  best  Music  of  popular  Composers  is  wed¬ 
ded  to  appropriate  words,  and  the  whole  dovetailed  into  plots  that  are  effective  a# 
mere  petite  plays,  but  are  rendered  doubly  interesting  by  the  appropriate  and  beau* 
tiful  Music ,  specially  arranged  for  them. 


LIST  OF  DE  WITT’S  MUSICAL  PLAYS^ 

PRICE  15  CENTS  EACH. 


LEAP  TEAE.  — A  Musical  Dual¬ 
ity.  By  Alfred  B.  Sedgwick.  Mu¬ 
sic  selected  and  adapted  from  Of¬ 
fenbach’s  celebrated  Opera,  “  Gene¬ 
vieve  de  Brabant."  One  Male,  one 
Female  Character. 


ESTEANGEDf— An  Operetta,  in 
One  Act,  The  Musie  arranged  from 
Verdi’s  celebrated  Opera,  “  II  Trov - 
atore,"  and  the  Libretto  adapted  by 
Alfred  B.  Sedgwick.  Two  Male, 
One  Female  Character. 


THE  TWIN  SISTEES  , — Comic 

Operetta,  in  One  Act.  The  Music 
selected  from  the  most  popular  num¬ 
bers  in  Le  Cocq’s  celebrated  Opera 
Bouffe,  “  Girofle  Girofla,"  and  the, 
Libretto  written  by  Alfred  B.  Sedg¬ 
wick.  Two  Male,  Two  Female 
Characters. 


SOLD  AGAIN  AND  GOT  THE 

MONEY.— Comic  Operetta,  in  One 
Act.  The  Music  composed  and  the 
Libretto  written  by  Alfred  B.  Sedg¬ 
wick.  Three  Male,  One  Female 
Character. 


THE  QUEEEEST  COUETSHIP. 

— Comic  Operetta,  in  One  Act.  The 
Music  arranged  from  Offenbach’s 
celebrated  Opera,  “  La  Princesse  de 
Trebizonde,"  and  the  Libretto  writ¬ 
ten  by  Alfred  B.  Sedgwick.  One 
Male,  One  Female  Character. 


OIEOUM STANCES  ALTEE 

CASES. — Comic  Operetta,  in  One 
Act.  The  music  composed  and  tho 
Libretto  written  by  Alfred  B.  Sedg¬ 
wick.  One  Male,  One  Female  Char- 

MT  WALKING  PHOTOGEAPH. 

— Musical  Duality,  in  One  Act.  The 
Music  arranged  from  Le  Cocq’s 
Opera,  “Za  Fille  de  Madame  Angot," 
and  the  Libretto  written  by  Alfred 
B.  Sedgwick.  One  Male,  One  Fe¬ 
male  Character. 


f 


HOLLY  MOEIAETY.  . — An  Irish 

Musical  Sketch,  in  One  Act.  The 
Music  composed  and  the  Dialogue 
written  by  Alfred  B.  Sedgwick. 
One  Male,  one  Female  Character. 
Suitable  for  the  Variety  Stage. 


THE  CHAEGE  OF  THE  HASH 


BRIGADE.— A  Comic  Irish  Musical 
Sketch.  The  Musie  composed  and 
the  Libretto  written  by  Joseph  P. 
Skelly.  Two  Male,  two  Female 
Characters.  Suitable  for  the  Variety 
Stage.  _  -  - - - 


GAMBEINUS,  KING  OF  LAGEE 

BEER.— A  Musical  Ethiopian  Bur¬ 
lesque,  in  One  Act.  Music  and  Dia¬ 
logue  by  Frank  Dumont.  Eight 
Male,  one  Female  Character.  Suita¬ 
ble  for  the  Ethiopian  Stage. 


AFEICANUS  BLUEBEAED.-A 

Musical  Ethiopian  Burlesque,  in  Ono 
Act.  Music  and  Dialogue  by  Frank 
Dumont.  Four  Male,  four  Female 
Characters.  Suitable  for  the  Ethic* 
pian  Stage. 


MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS, 

INSTRUCTION  BOOKS, 

STAGE  PREPARATIONS  AND  ACCESSORIES,  ETC.,  ETC. 

We  send  any  of  the  following  and  similar  articles,  promptly  at  lowest  prices  : 
Wigs,  Mustaches^  and  Imperials  of  every  style,  shape  and  color, 
for  Caucasian,  Mongolian  or  Ethiopian  “  make  up.” 

Face  Freparutions,  such  as  prepared  Cork  for  Negro, Minstrels,  Mongolian 
Paste  for  Mulattoes,  Indians,  etc.  ;  Prepared  Whiting  for  Clowns,  Statues,  etc.  ; 
Pencils  to  trace  eyebrows  and  veins  ;  Indian  Ink  ;  a  bright  harmless  Lip  Rouge. 

Tableau  Lights  Colored  Fires,  and  all  the  various  articles  needed  to 
throw  the  effects  of  sunlight,  moonlight,  and  firelight  upon  faces,  groups  or  scenery. 
All  prepared  entirely  harmless. 

Musical  Inst rumeuts,  of  every  variety,  plain  and  highly  ornamented. 
Musical  Instruction  Hooks,  Manuals  for  the  Guitar,  the  Banjo,  the 
Violins,  the  Accordeon,  the  Violincello,  the  Clarionet,  Cornopeon,  Fife  and  Drum. 


***  For  full  particulars,  list  of  prices,  and  description,  send  for  He  Witt’s 
Mammoth  Catalogue,  which  will  be  forward  free  and  postage  paid  to  any 
address  in  the  United  States  or  Canada.  Address, 

CULKTOJV  T.  ©H  WITT, 

33  Hose  Street,  New  York, 

PAT  ROONEY’S 

Quaint  Conundrums  and  Funny  Gags, 

Interlarded  with  Hoi  licking-  Stories— frisk  Wit  and  Hu« 
luor— Chinese  Sketches— Sheeney  Soft  Sawder,  etc.,  etc. 
Hound  to  tickle  the  ribs  of  the  lean,  and  make  them  grow 
fat  at  the  fun  ;  while  the  over-stout  will  laugh  off  all  their 
superfluous  fat,  reading-  Mooney’s  jokes,  always  so  pat. 

This  is  a  very  neatly  printed  book,  and  has  a  fine  Lithograph  Picture  of  Pat 
Rooney  on  the  cover.  Price  25  Gents. 


GUS  WILLIAMS’ 

WORLD  OF  linen, 

Containing  lots  of  The  Happiest  Hits,  The  Hutchiest  Hrolleries, 
The  Most  Rollicking*  Repartees,  The  Gassiest  Gags,  and  the 
greatest  Avalanche  of  Anecdotes  that  ever  Lassoed  Laughers  1  !  by  Our  German 
Senator,  who  for  this  occasion,  leaves  the  affairs  of  the  nation  to  find  food  for  a 
■whole  continent  of  fun-loving  constituents.  Price  25  Cents. 


HIS  GAGS  AND  STUMP  SPEECHES  ; 

NIGGER  AND  DUTCH  STORIES  AND  DIALOGUES; 

“  Broken  Chinee  ”  Dialect  Pieces  $  and  Queer  Conundrums, 

Price  15  Cents. 

***  Single  copies  of  the  above  books  sent ,  postage  free,  to  any  address  in  the  United 
States  or  Canada ,  on  receipt  of  price.  Address. 

CLINTON  T.  DE  WITT,  Publisher, 

33  Hose  Street,  New  York* 


DE  WITT’S  ACTING  PLAYS  (Continued). 


.  Lancashire  Lass,  melodrama,  5  acts.  12 
Larkins’  Love  Letters,  farce,  1  act..  3 

L’ Article  47,  drama,  3  acts . .  .11 

.  Liar  (The),  comedy,  2  acts . .  7 

.  Life  Chase,  drama,  5  acts . 14 

.  Living- Statue  (The),  farce,  1  act _ 3 

.  Little  Annie’s  Birthday,  farce,  1  act.  2 

.  Little  Rebel,  farce,  1  act .  4 

.  Little  Ruby,  drama,  3  acts . 6 

.  Locked  In,  comedietta,  1  act . 2 

.  Locked  In  with  a  Lady,  sketch,  1  act.  1 

.  Locked  Out,  comic  scene .  1 

.  Lodgers  and  Dodgers,  farce,  1  act. .  4 
.  Leap  Year,  musical  duality,  1  act. . .  1 

.  Marcoretti,  drama,  3  acts . 10 

.  Maria  and  Magdalena,  play,  4  acts  .  8 
.  Marriage  at  Any  Price,  farce,  1  act .  5 
.  Master  Jones’  Birthday,  farce,  1  act.  4 

.  Maud’s  Peril,  drama,  4  acts .  5 

.  Midnight  Watch,  drama,  1  act.. . ...  8 

.  Milky  White,  drama,  2  acts . .  4 

.  Miriam’s  Crime,  drama,  3  acts .  5 

.  Model  of  a  Wife,  farce,  1  act. ......  3 

.  Money,  comedy,  5  acts . 17 

.  Mr.  Scroggins,  farce,  1  act. . . 3 

.  Mr.  x.,  farce,  1  act . 3 

.  My  Uncle’s  Suit,  farce,  1  act ...... .  4 

.  My  Wife’s  Diary,  farce,  1  act .  3 

.  My  Wife’s  Out,  farce,  1  act .  2 

.  My  Walking  Photograph,  musical 

duality,  1  act  . 1 

.  Never  Reckon  Your  Chickens,  etc., 

farce,  1  act .  3 

.  New  Men  and  Old  Acres,  comedy,  3  8 

.  Nobody’s  Child,  drama,  3  acts .  8 

.  Noemie,  drama,  2  acts . 4 

.  No  Name,  drama,  5  acts . 7 

.  Not  a  Bit  Jealous,  farce,  1  act ......  3 

.  Not  So  Bad  as  We  Seem,  play,  5acts.l4  3 

.  Not  Guilty,  drama,  4  acts . 10  6 

.  Not  Such  a  Fool  as  He  Looks,  drama, 

3  acts .  5 

.  Nothing  Like  Paste,  farce,  1  act _ 3 

.  No  Thoroughfare,  drama,  5  acts  and 

prologue . 13 

.  Off  the  Stage,  comedietta,  1  act’. . . !  3 
.  On  Bread  and  Water,  farce,  1  act..,  1 

.  Only  a  Halfpenny,  farce,  1  act . 2 

.  Only  Somebody,  farce,  1  act . 4 

.  One  too  Many  for  Him,  farce,  1  act.  2 

,  £100,000,  comedy,  3  acts . 8 

.  Orange  Blossoms,  comedietta,  1  act.  3 
,  Orange  Girl,  drama,  in  prologue 

and  3  acts . .......18  4 

.  Ours,  comedy,  3  acts . 6  3 

,  Our  Clerks,  farce,  1  act .  7  5 

Our  Domestics,  comedy  farce,  2  acts  6  6 
Our  Heroes,  military  play,  5  acts. .  .24  5 
Out  at  Sea,  drama  in  prologue  and 

4  acts .  ...16  5 

Overland  Route,  comedy,  3  acts. .  ..11  5 
Peace  at  Any  Price,  farce,  1  act  ...  1  1 

Peep  o’  Day,  drama,  4  acts . 12  4 

Peggy  Green,  farce,  1  act . 3  10 

Petticoat  Parliament,  extravaganza, 

in  one  act . . 15  34 

Photographic  Fix,  farce,  1  act..’.’.’.  3  2 

A  COMPLETE 


No.  X.  F. 

61.  Plot  and  Passion,  drama,  3  acts _ 7  2 

138.  Poll  and  Partner  Joe,  burlesque,  1 

act . 10  3 

110.  Poppleton’s  Predicaments,  farce,  13  3 
50.  Porter’s  Knot,  drama,  2  acts. . .....  8  2 

59.  Post  Boy,  drama,  2  acts . 5  3 

95.  Pretty  Horse-Breaker,  farce,  1  act . .  3  10 
181  and  182.  Queen  Mary,  drama,  4  acts.38  8 

157.  Quite  at  Home,  comedietta,  1  act. . .  5  2 
196.  Queerest  Courtship  (The),  comic  op 

eretta,  1  act .  1  1 

132.  Race  for  a  Dinner,  farce,  1  act . 10 

183.  Richelieu,  play,  5  acts . 16  2 

38.  Rightful  Heir,  drama,  5  acts . 10  2 

77.  Roll  of  the  Drum,  drama,  3  acts _ 8  4 

13.  Ruy  Bias,  drama,  4  acts . 12  4 

194.  Rum,  drama,  3  acts .  7  4 

195.  Rosemi  Shell,  travesty,  1  act,  4 

scenes . .  6  3 

158.  School,  comedy,  4  acts . 6  6 

79.  Sheep  in  Wolf’s  Clothing,  drama,  17  5 
37.  Silent  Protector,  farce,  1  act  ......  3  2 

35.  Silent  Woman,  farce,  1  act . 2  1 

43.  Sisterly  Service,  comedietta,  1  act . .  7  2 
6.  Six  Months  Ago,  comedietta,  1  act.  2  1 

10.  Snapping  Turtles,  duologue,  1  act. .  1  1 

26.  Society,  comedy,  3  acts . 16  5 

78.  Special  Performances,  farce,  1  act . .  7  3 

31.  Taming  a  Tiger,  farce,  1  act . 3 

150.  Tell-Tale  Heart,  comedietta,  1  act . .  1  2 
120.  Tempest  in  a  Teapot,  comedy,  1  act.  2  1 
146.  There’s  no  Smoke  Without  Fire, 

comedietta,  1  act .  1  2 

83.  Thrice  Married,  personation  piece, 

lact .  6  1 

42.  Time  and  the  Hour,  drama,  3  acts . .  7  3 

27.  Time  and  Tide,  drama,  8  acts  and 

prologue . 7  5 

133.  Timothy  to  the  Rescue,  farce,  1  act.  4  2 
153.  ’Tia  Better  to  Live  than  to  Die, 

farce,  1  act .  2  1 

134.  Tompkins  the  Troubadour,  farce,  13  2 

29.  Turning  the  Tables,  farce,  1  act _ 5  3 

168.  Tweedie’s  Rights,  comedy,  2  acts..  4  2 
126.  Twice  Killed,  farce,  1  act . 6  3 

56.  Two  Gay  Deceivers,  farce,  1  act _ 3 

123.  Two  Polts,  farce,  1  act .  4  4 

198.  Twin  Sisters  (The),  comic  operetta, 

1  act .  3  1 

162.  Uncle’s  Will,  comedietta,  1  act . 2  1 

106.  Up  for  the  Cattle  Show,  farce,  1  act.  6  2 
81.  Vandyke  Brown,  farce,  1  act . 3  3 

124.  Volunteer  Review,  farce,  1  act . 6  6 

91.  Walpole,  comedy,  3  acts . 7  2 

118.  Wanted,  a  Young  Lady,  farce,  1  act.  3 

44.  War  to  the  Knife,  comedy,  3  acts.  .5  4 
105.  Which  of  the  Two?  comedietta,  lact  2  10 

98.  Who  is  Who?  farce,  1  act . 3  2 

12.  Widow  Hunt,  comedy,  3  acts . 4  4 

5.  William  Tell  with  a  Vengeance, 

burlesque .  8  2 

136.  Woman  in  Red,  drama,  3  acts  and 

prologue . . . 6 

161.  Woman's  Vows  and  Mason’s  Oaths, 

4  acts . 10  4 

11.  Woodcock’s  Little  Game,  farce,  2  4  4 
54.  Young  Collegian  (Cantab.),  farce,  13  3 

DESCRIPTIVE  CATALOGUE 


of  DE  WITT’S  ACTING  PLAYS  AND  DE  WITT’S 


HIOPIAN  AND  COMIC  DRAMAS,  containing  Plot,  Costume,  Scenery, 
ie  of  Representation  and  every  other  information,  mailed  free  and  poet  paid. 


An  Mispnsalile  Book  for  Amateurs. 

how  to  mahase 

AMACTB  THEATRICALS, 

Being  plain  instructions  for  construction  and  arrangement  of  Stage, 
making  Scenery,  getting  up  Costumes,  “  Making  Up  ”  to  represent 
different  ages  and  characters,  and  how  to  produce  stage  Illusions  and 
Effects.  Also  hints  for  the  management  of  Amateur  Dramatic  Clubs, 
and  a  list  of  pieces  suitable  for  Drawing  Room  Performances.  Hand¬ 
somely  illustrated  with  Colored  Plates. 

Price ,  25  Cents . 


DEWITT’S  SELECTIONS 

FOR  7 

AMATEUR  AND  PARLOR  THEATRICALS. 

Nos.  1  and  2. 

Being  choice  selections  from  the  very  best  Dramas,  Comedies  and 
Farces.  Specially  adapted  for  presentation  by  Amateurs,  and  for 
Parlor  and  Drawing  Room  Entertainments. 

Price ,  25  Cents . 

Other  Numbers  of  this  Series  will  soon  follow . 


